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PREFATORY NOTE

THE collection of Essays contained in this volume
was made by Mr. Arnold himself, and they are,
therefore, in the opinion of a critic, at once com-
petent and severe, worthy to be collected and
preserved. Severe is perhaps hardly an epithet
ever properly applicable to Mr. Arnold ; but his
judgment was as serene and unbiassed in regard
to his own compositions as in regard to those of
any author whom from time to time be criticised.
But it was further characteristic of him to be
content to say one thing at one time ; and he has
been accused, not perhaps entirely without
reason, of repeating the same thing in the same
words, sometimes almost to the weariness of
the reader. This habit, however, had at least
the effect of fixing in th& mind the phrases,
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and therefore the thoughts or ideas which the
phrases conveyed, and with which for the moment
he was concerned. But in order to gather the
mind of Mr. Arnold on the whole of any subject,
literary, political, or religious, it is often necessary
to read more than one paper, because in each
paper he frequently deals with one aspect of a
subject only, which requires, for sound and com-
plete judgment, to be supplemented or completed
by another. It is especially necessary to bear
this in mind in reading what has become his
last utterance on Shelley. In Shelley’s case
he is known to have intended to write some-
thing more; not, indeed, to alter or to qualify
what he said, but to say something else which
he thought also true, and which needed saying.
This is not the place to attempt a character of
Mr. Arnold, even as a critic or an essayist. A
preface would expand into a volume if it attempted
to indicate even the materials for thought on such
subjects, handled by Mr. Arnold, as Poetry, Gray,
Keats, Shelley, Byron, Wordsworth (to name no
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others), which are the subjects of some of the
Essays here collected. This is the last volume he
ever put together, and it contains some of his
ripest, best, most interesting writing.

Perhaps it is well to add that these few words
are contributed at the request of others. Jname
munus indeed, but all that a friend can do!

C.
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I
THE STUDY OF POETRY®

‘THE future of poetry is immense, because in
poetry, where it is worthy of its high destinies,
our race, as time goes on, will find an ever surer
and surer stay. There is not a creed which is not
shaken, not an accredited dogma which is not
shown to be questionable, not a received tradition
which does not threaten to dissolve. Our religion
has materialised itself in the fact, in the supposed
fact ; it has attached its emotion to the fact, and
now the fact is failing it. But for poetry the idea
is everything ; the rest is a world of illusion, of
divine illusion. Poetry attacheé its emotion to

! Published in 1880 as the General Introduction to The
English Poets, edited by T. H. Ward.

3 B



2 ESSAYS IN CRITICISM 1

the idea ; the idea s the fact. The strongest part
of our religion to-day is its unconscious poetry.’
Let me be permitted to quote these words of
my own, as uttering the thought which should, in
my opinion, go with us and govern us in all our
study of poetry. In the present work it is the
course of one great contributory stream to the
world-river of poetry that we are invited to follow.
We are here invited to trace the stream of English
poetry. But whether we set ourselves, as here, to
follow only one of the several streams that make
the mighty river of poetry, or whether we seek tp
know them all, our governing thought should be
the same. We should conceive of poetry worthily,
and more highly than it has been the custom to
conceive of it. 'We should conceive of it as cap-
able of higher uses, and called to higher destinies,
than those which in general men have assigned
to it hitherto. More and more mankind will dis-
cover that we have to turn to poetry to interpret
life for us, to console us, to sustain us. Without

poetry, our science will appear incomplete ; and
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we confuse or obliterate these. And in poetry,
more than anywhere else, it is unpermissible to
confuse or obliterate them. For in poetry the
distinction between excellent and inferior, sound
and unsound or only half-sound, true and untrue
or only half-true, is of paramount importance. It
is of paramount importance because of the high
destinies of poetry. In poetry, as a criticism of
life under the conditions fized for such a criticism
by the laws of poetic truth and poetic beauty, the
spirit of our race will find, we have said, as time
goes on and as other helps fail, its consolation
and stay. But the consolation and stay will be of
power in proportion to the power of the criticism
of life. And the criticism of life will be of power
in proportion as the poetry conveying it is excellent
rather than inferior, sound rather than unsound
or half-sound, true rather than untrue or half-true.

The best poetry is what we want; the best
poetry will be found to have a power of forming,
sustaining, and delighting ‘us, as nothing else can,
A clearer, deeper sense of the best in poetry, and
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course of development of a nation’s language,
ﬁhought, and poetry, is profoundly interesting ;
and by regarding a poet’s work as a stage in this
course of development we may easily bring our-
selves to make it of more importance as poetry
than in itself it really is, we may come to use a
language of quite exaggerated praise in criticising
it; in short, to over-rate it. So arises in our
poetic judgments the fallacy caused by the esti-
mate which we may call historic. Then, again, a
poet or a poem may count to us on grounds per-
sonal to ourselves. Our personal affinities, likings,
and circumstances, have great power to sway our
estimate of this or that poet’s work, and to make
us attach more importance to it as poetry than in
itself it really possesses, because to us it is, or has
been, of high importance. Here also we over-rate
the object of our interest, and apply to it a
language of praise which is quite exaggerated.
And thus we get the source of a second fallacy in
our poetic judgments—the fallacy caused by an

estimate which we may call personal.
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Both fallacies are natural. It is evident how
naturally the study of the history and develop-
ment of a poetry may incline a man to pause over
reputations and works once conspicuous but now
obscure, and to quarrel with a careless public for
skipping, in obedience to mere tradition and habit,
from one famous name or work in its national
poetry to another, ignorant of what it misses, and
of the reason for keeping what it keeps, and of the
whole process of growth in its poetry. The French
have become diligent students of their own early
poetry, which they long neglected; the study
mekes many of them dissatisfied with their so-
called classical poetry, the court-tragedy of the
seventeenth century, a poetry which Pellisson
long ago reproached with its want of the true
poetic stamp, with its politesse stérile et rampante,
but which nevertheless has reigned in France as
absolutely as if it had been the perfection of
classical poetry indeed. The dissatisfaction is
natural ; yet a lively and accomplished critic, M.
Charles d’Héricault, the editor of Clément Marot,
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possible for the young studént, to whom such
work is exhibited at such a distance from him, to
believe that it did not issue ready made from that
divine head.’

All this is brilliantly and tellingly said, but we
must plead for a distinction. Everything depends
on the reality of a poet’s classic character. If he
is a dubious classic, let us sift him ; if he is a
false classic, let us explode him. But if he is a
real classic, if his work belongs to the class of the
very best (for this is the true and right meaning of
the word classic, classical), then the great thing for
us is to feel and enjoy his work as deeply as ever
we can, and to appreciate the wide difference be-
tween it and all work which has not the same
high character. This is what is salutary, this is
what is formative ; this is the great benefit to be
got from the study of poetry. Everything which
interferes with it, which hinders it, is injurious,
True, we must read our classic with open eyes, and
not with eyes blinded with superstition ; we must

perceive when his work comes short, when it
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Vitet is not satisfied with seeing in it a document
of some poetic value, and of very high historic
and linguistic value; he sees in it a grand and
beautiful work, a monument of epic genius. In its
general design he finds the grandiose conception,
in its details he finds the constant union of sim-
plicity with greatness, which are the marks, he
truly says, of the genuine epic, and distinguish
it from the artificial epic of literary ages. One
thinks of Homer ; this is the sort of praise which
is given to Homer, and justly given. Higher
praise there cannot well be, and it is the praise
due to epic poetry of the highest order only, and
to no other. Let us try, then, the Chanson de
Roland at its best. Roland, mortally wounded,
lays himself down under a pine-tree, with his face
turned towards Spain and the enemy—

¢ De plusurs choses 4 remembrer li prist,
De tantes teres cume li bers cunquist,
De dulce France, des humes de sun lign,
De Carlemagne sun seignor ki I'nurrit.’?

1 ¢Then began he to call many things to remembrance,—all
the lands which his valour conquered, and pleasant France,
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That is primitive work, I repeat, with an unde-
niable poetic quality of its own. It deserves such
praise, and such praise is sufficient for it. But
now turn to Homer—

“Qs pdro Tovs 8 0y karéxev Puoifoos ala

év Aakedaipove aBbl, pily év watpids yaip.!
We are here in another world, another order of
poetry altogether; here is rightly due such supreme
praise as that which M. Vitet gives to the Chanson
de Roland. If our words are to have any mean-
ing, if our judgments are to have any solidity, we
must not heap that supreme praise upon poetry
of an order immeasurably inferior.

Indeed there can be no more useful help for

discovering what poetry belongs to the class of
the truly excellent, and can therefore do us most

good, than to have always in one’s mind lines and

and the men of his lineage, and Charlemagne his liege lord who
nourished him.’—Chanson de Roland, iii. 939-942.
1 ¢80 said she; they long since in Earth’s soft arms were
reposing,
There, in their own dear land, their fatherland, Lace-
demon.’
Tliad, iii. 248, 244 (translated by Dr. Hawtrey).
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expressions of the great masters, and to apply
them as a touchstone to other poetry. Of course
we are not to require this other poetry to resemble
them ; it may be very dissimilar. But if we have
any tact we shall find them, when we have lodged
them well in our minds, an infallible touchstone
for detecting the presemce or absence of high
poetic quality, and also the degree of this quality,
in all other poetry which we may place beside
them. Short passages, even single lines, will
serve our turn quite sufficiently. Take the two
lines which I have just quoted from Homer, the
poet’s comment on Helen’s mention of her brothers;
—or take his

*A Sedd, T ot Sbpev TInAiji dvaxe

Ovyrq 5 Vpeis & éordv dyfpw 7 dfavitw Te

3} va Svorijvowrt per’ dvdpdaw Ayé éxnrov ;1
the address of Zeus to the horses of Peleus;—or

take finally his

1 ¢Ah, unhappy pair, why gave we you to King Peleus, to
a mortal ! but ye are without old age, and immortal. Was it
that with men born to misery ye might have sorrow ¥'—JIliad,
xvil 4438-445.
C
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Kal 0, yépov, 76 mpv pdv drodopev EABiov elvas- 1
the words of Achilles to Priam, a suppliant before
him. Take that incomparable line and a half of

Dante, Ugolino’s tremendous words—

¢ Io no piangeva ; sl dentro impietrai
Piangevan elli . . .'%

take the lovely words of Beatrice to Virgil—

‘Io son fatta da Dio, sua merce, tale,
Che la vostra miseria non mi tange,
N& fiamma d’esto incendio non m’assale . . .’?

take the simple, but perfect, single line—
¢In la sua volontade & nostra pace.’t

Take of Shakespeare a line or two of Henry the
Fourth’s expostulation with sleep—

¢ Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast
Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains
In cradle of the rude imperious surge . . .’

1 ¢Nay, and thou too, old man, in former days wast, as we
hear, happy.'—Iliad, xxiv. 543.

2 ‘I wailed not, so of stone grew I within ;—they wailed.’—
Inferno, xxxiii. 39, 40.

3 ¢<Of such sort hath God, thanked be His mercy, made me,
that your misery toucheth me not, neither doth the flame of
this fire strike me.'—Inferno, ii. 91-93.

¢ ¢In His will is our peace.’—Paradiso, iii. 85.
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and take, as well, Hamlet's dying request to
Horatio—

¢If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart,
Absent thee from felicity awhile,

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain
To tell my story . . .’
Take of Milton that Miltonic passage—

¢ Darken'd so, yet shone
Above them all the archangel ; but his face

Deep scars of thunder had intrench’d, and care
Sat on his faded cheek . . .

add two such lines as—

¢ And courage never to submit or yield
And what is else not to be overcome . . .

and finish with the exquisite close to the loss of
Proserpine, the loss

. which cost Ceres all that pain
To seek her through the world.’

These few lines, if we have tact and can use them,
are enough even of themselves to keep clear and
 sound our judgments about poetry, to save us from

fallacious estimates of it, to conduct us to a real
estimate.
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The specimens 1 bave quoted differ widely
from ome another, but they have in common this:
the possession of the very highest poetical quality.
If we are thoroughly penetrated by their power,
we shall find that we have acquired a sense em-
abling us, whatever peetry may be Iaid before ws,
to feel the degree in which a high poetical quality
is present or wanting there. Critics give them-
selves great labour to draw out what in the ab-
stract constitutes the characters of a high quality
of poetry. It is much better simply to have
recourse to concrete examples ;—to take specimens
of poetry of the high, the very highest quality,
and to say : The characters of a high quality of
poetry are what is expressed there They are far
better recognised by being felt in the verse of the
master, than by being perused in the prose of the
critic. Nevertheless if we are urgently pressed to
give some critical account of them, we may safely,
perhaps, venture on laying down, not indeed how
and why the characters arise, but where and in
what they arise. They are in the matter and sub-
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what is in itself evident, that to the style and
manner of the best poetry their special character,
their accent, is given by their diction, and, even
yet more, by their movement. And though we
distinguish between the two characters, the two
accents, of superiority, yet they are nevertheless
vitally connected one with the other. The superior
character of truth and seriousness, in the matter
and substance of the best poetry, is inseparable
from the superiority of diction and movement
marking its style and manner. The two superi-
orities are closely related, and are in steadfast
proportion one to the other. So far as high poetic
truth and seriousness are wanting to a poet’s
matter and substance, so far also, we may be sure,
will a high poetic stamp of diction and movement
be wanting to his style and manner. In propor-
tion as this high stamp of diction and movement,
again, is absent from a poet’s style and manner,
we shall find, also, that high poetic truth and
geriousness are absent from his substance and
matter.
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So stated, these are but dry generalities; their
whole force lies in their application. And I could
wish every student of poetry to make the applica-
tion of them for himself. Made by himself, the
application would impress itself upon his mind far
more deeply than made by me. Neither will my
limits allow me to make any full application of
the generalities above propounded; but in the
hope of bringing out, at any rate, some signifi-
cance in them, and of establishing an important
principle more firmly by their means, I will, in
the space which remains to me, follow rapidly
from the commencement the course of our English
poetry with them in my view.

Once more I return to the early poetry of
France, with which our own poetry, in its origins,
is indissolubly connected. In the twelfth and
thirteenth centuries, that seed-time of all modern
language and literature, the poetry of France had
8 clear predominance in Europe. Of the two
divisions of that poetry, its productions in the
langue d'0oil and its productions in the langue d'oc,
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the poetry of the langue d'oc, of southern France,
of the troubadours, is of importance because of its
effect on Italian literature ;—the first literature of
modern Europe to strike the true and grand note,
and to bring forth, as in Dante and Petrarch it
brought forth, classics. But the predominance of
French poetry in Europe, during the twelfth and
thirteenth centuries, is due to its poetry of the
langue d'otl, the poetry of northern France and of
the tongue which is now the French language.
In the twelfth century the bloom of this romance-
poetry was earlier and stronger in England, at the
court of our Anglo-Norman kings, than in France
itself. But it was a bloom of French poetry; and
as our native poetry formed itself, it formed itself
out of this. The romance-poems which took pos-
session of the heart and imagination of Europe in
the twelfth and thirteenth centuries are French ;
‘they are, as Southey justly says, ‘the pride of
French literature, nor have we anything which
can be placed in competition with them.” Themes

were supplied from all quarters; but the romance-
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setting which was common to them all, and which
gained the ear of Europe, was French. This con-
stituted for the French poetry, literature, and lan-
guage, at the height of the Middle Age, an un-
challenged predominance. The Italian Brunetto
Latini, the master of Dante, wrote his Zreasure in
French Dbecause, he says, ‘la parleure en est plus
délitable et plus commune & toutes gens.’ In the
same century, the thirteenth, the French romance-
writer, Christian of Troyes, formulates the claims,
in chivalry and letters, of France, his native
country, as follows :—
*Or vous ert par ce livre apris,

Que Gresse ot de chevalerie

Le premier los et de clergie ;

Puis vint chevalerie & Rome,

Et de 1a clergie la some,

Qui ore est en France venue.

Diex doinst qu’ele i soit retenue,

Et que li lius li abelisse

Tant que de France n’isse

L’onor qui 8'i est arestée !’
‘Now by this book you will learn that first
Greece had the renown for chivalry and letters:
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then chivalry and the primacy in letters passed
to Rome, and now it is come to France. God
grant it may be kept there; and that the place
may please it so well, that the honour which has
come to make stay in France may never depart
thence !’

Yet it is now all gone, this French romance-
poetry, of which the weight of substance and the
power of style are not unfairly represented by
this extract from Christian of Troyes. Only by
means of the historic estimate can we persuade
ourselves now to think that any of it is of poetical
importance.

But in the fourteenth century there comes an
Englishman nourished on this poetry, taught his
trade by this poetry, getting words, rhyme, metre
from this poetry; for even of that stanza which
the Italians used, and which Chaucer derived
immediately from the Italians, the basis and sug-
gestion was probably given in France. Chaucer
(I have already named him) fascinated his con-
temporaries, but so too did Christian of Troyes
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has a virtue of manner and movement such as we
shall not find in all the verse of romance-poetry ;
—but this is saying nothing. The virtue is such
as we shall not find, perhaps, in all English
poetry, outside the poets whom I have named as
the special inheritors of Chaucer’s tradition. A
single line, however, is too little if we have not the
strain of Chaucer’s verse well in our memory; let us
take a stanza. It is from Zhe Prioress's Tale, the
story of the Christian child murdered in a Jewry—

¢ My throte is cut unto my nekke-bone
Saidé this child, and as by way of kinde
I should have deyd, yea, longé time agone;
But Jesu Christ, as ye in bookés finde,
‘Will that his glory last and be in minde,
And for the worship of his mother dere
Yet may I sing O Aima loud and clere.’

Wordsworth has modernised this Tale, and to feel .
how delicate and evanescent is the charm of verse,
we have only to read Wordsworth's first three
lines of this stanza after Chaucer’s—

¢ My throat is cut unto the bone, I trow,
Said this young child, and by the law of kind
I should have died, yea, many hours ago.’
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the gmovdaidrys, the high and excellent serious-
ness, which Aristotle assigns as one of the grand
virtues of poetry. The substance of Chaucer's
poetry, his view of things and his criticism of life,
has largeness, freedom, shrewdness, benignity; but
it has not this high seriousness. Homer’s criticism
of life has it, Dante’s has it, Shakespeare’s has it.
It is this chiefly which gives to our spirits what
they can rest upon; and with the increasing de-
mands of our modern ages upon poetry, this virtue
of giving us what we can rest upon will be more
and more highly esteemed. A voice from the
slums of Paris, fifty or sixty years after Chaucer,
the voice of poor Villon out of his life of riot and
crime, has at its happy moments (as, for instance,
in the last stanza of La Belle Heaulmiére') more

1 The name Heaulmiére is said to be derived from a head-
dress (helm) worn as a mark by courtesans. In Villon’s ballad,
a poor old creature of this class laments her days of youth and
beauty. The last stanza of the ballad runs thus—

¢ Ainsi le bon temps regretons
Entre nous, pauvres vieilles sottes,
Assises bas, & croppetons,
Tout en ung tas comme pelottes ;
A petit feu de chenevottes
Tost allumées, tost estainctes.
D
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of this important poetic virtue of seriousness than
all the productions of Chaucer. But its apparition
in Villon, and in men like Villon, is fitful; the
greatness of the great poets, the power of their
criticism of life, is that their virtue is sustained.

To our praise, therefore, of Chaucer as a poet
there must be this limitation ; he lacks the high
seriousness of the great classics, and therewith an
important part of their virtue. Still, the main
fact for us to bear in mind about Chaucer is his
sterling value according to that real estimate which
we firmly adopt for all poets. He has poetic truth
of subgtance, though he has not high poetic
seriousness, and corresponding to his truth of
substance he has an exquisite virtue of style and
manner. With him is born our real poetry.

For my present purpose I need not dwell on

Et jadis fusmes si mignottes !
Ainsi en prend & maintz et maintes.’

¢Thus amongst ourselves we regret the good time, poor silly
old things, low-seated on our heels, all in a heap like 8o many
balls ; by a little fire of hemp-stalks, soon lighted, soon spent.

And once we were such darlings! 8o fares it with many and
many a one.’
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our Elizabethan poetry, or on the continuation
and close of this poetry in Milton. We all of us
profess to be agreed in the estimate of this poetry ;
we all of us recognise it as great poetry, our
greatest, and Shakespeare and Milton as our
poetical classics. The real estimate, here, has
universal currency. With the next age of our
poetry divergency and difficulty begin. An historic
estimate of that poetry has established itself ; and
the question is, whether it will be found to coincide
with the real estimate.

The age of Dryden, together with our whole
eighteenth century which followed it, sincerely
believed itself to have produced poetical classics
of its own, and even to have made advance, in
poetry, beyond all its predecessors. Dryden re-
gards as not seriously disputable the opinion ‘that
the sweetness of English verse was never under-
stood or practised by our fathers’ Cowley could
see nothing at all in Chaucer’s poetry. Dryden
heartily admired it, and, as we have seen, praised
its matter admirably ; but of its exquisite manner
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and movement all he can find to say is that ‘there
is the rude sweetness of a Scotch tune in it, which
is natural and pleasing, though not perfect.” Addi-
son, wishing to praise Chaucer’s numbers, compares
them with Dryden’s own. And all through the
eighteenth century, and down even into our own
times, the stereotyped phrase of approbation for
good verse found in our early poetry has been,
that it even approached the verse of Dryden,
Addison, Pope, and Johnson.

Are Dryden and Pope poetical classics? 1Is
the historic estimate, which represents them as
such, and which has been so long established that
it cannot easily give way, the real estimate?
Wordsworth and Coleridge, as is well known,
denied it; but the authority of Wordsworth and
Coleridge does not weigh much with the young
generation, and there are many signs to show that
the eighteenth century and its judgments are
coming into favour again. Are the favourite poets
of the eighteenth century classics ?

It is impossible within my present limits to
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discuss the question fully. And what man of
letters would not shrink from seeming to dispose
dictatorially of the claims of two men who are, at
any rate, such masters in letters as Dryden and
Pope ; two men of such admirable talent, both of
them, and one of them, Dryden, a man, on all
sides, of such energetic and genial power? And
yet, if we are to gain the full benefit from poetry,
we must have the real “estimate of it. I cast
about for some mode of arriving, in the present
case, at such an estimate without offence. And
perhaps the best way is to begin, as it is easy to
begin, with cordial praise.

When we find Chapman, the Elizabethan trans-
lator of Homer, expressing himself in his preface
thus : ‘Though truth in her very nakedness sits
in so deep a pit, that from Gades to Aurora and
Ganges few eyes can sound her, I hope yet those
few here will so discover and confirm that, the
date being out of her darkness in this morning of
our poet, he shall now gird his temples with the

sun,’—we pronounce that such a prose is intoler-
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le. When we find Milton writing: ‘ And long
it was not after, when I was confirmed in this
opinion, that he, who would not be frustrate of
his hope to write well Lereafier in laudable things,
ought himself to be a true poem,'—we pronounce
that such a prose has its own grandeur, but that
it is obsolete and inconvenient. But when we
find Dryden telling us: ‘What Virgil wrote in
the vigoctr of his age. in plenty and at ease, I have
undertaken to translate in my declining years;
struggling with wants. oppressed with sickness,
curbed in my genius, liable to be misconstrued in
all I write,’—then we exclaim that here at last we
have the true English prose, a prose such as we
would all gladly use if we only knew how. Yet
Dryden was Milton's contemporarsy.

But after the Restoration the time had come
when our nation felt the imperious need of a fit
prose. S to, the tie had likewise come when
our nation felt the imperions newd of freeing itself
from the absorbing peecevupation which religion

in the Puritan age had exenvised. It was im-
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possible that this freedom should be brought
about without some negative excess, without some
neglect and impairment of the religious life of
the soul; and the spiritual history of the eight-
eenth century shows us that the freedom was not
achieved without them. Still, the freedom was
achieved; the preoccupation, an undoubtedly
baneful and retarding one if it had continued, was
got rid of And as with religion amongst us at
that period, so it was also with letters. A fit
prose was a necessity ; but it was impossible that
a fit prose should establish itself amongst us
without some touch. of frost to the imagin-
ative life of the soul. The needful qualities for
a fit prose are regularity, uniformity, precision,
balance. The men of letters, whose destiny it
may be to bring their nation to the attainment
of a fit prose, must of necessity, whether they
work in prose or in verse, give a predominat-
ing, an almost exclusive attention to the qual-
ities of regularity, uniformity, precision, balance.
But an almost exclusive attention to these
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qualities involves some repression and silencing
of poetry.

‘We are to regard Dryden as the puissant and
glorious founder, Pope as the splendid high priest,
~ of our age of prose and reason, of our excellent
and indispensable eighteenth century. For the
purposes of their mission and destiny their poetry,
like their prose, is admirable. Do you ask me
whether Dryden’s verse, take it almost where you
will, is not good ?

¢ A milk-white Hind, immortal and unchanged,
Fed on the lawns and in the forest ranged.’

I answer: Admirable for the purposes of the
inaugurator of an age of prose and reason. Do
you ask me whether Pope’s verse, take it almost
where you will, is not good ?

‘To Hounslow Heath I point, and Banstead Down ;
Thence comes your mutton, and these chicks my owr,’

L answer : Admirable for the purposes of the high
priest of an age of prose and reason. But do you

ask me whether such verse proceeds from men
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with an adequate poetic criticism of life, from
men whose criticism of life has a high seriousness,
or even, without that high seriousness, has poetic
largeness, freedom, insight, benignity? Do you
ask me whether the application of ideas to life in
the verse of these men, often a powerful applica-
tion, no doubt, is a powerful poetic application ?
Do you ask me whether the poetry of these men
has either the matter or the inseparable manner
of such an adequate poetic criticism ; whether it
has the accent of

¢ Absent thee from felicity awhile

or of
¢ And what is else not to be overcome . . .’

or of -4,

O martyr souded in virginitee !’

I answer: It has not and cannot have them ; it
is the poetry of the builders of an age of prose
and reason. Though they may write in verse, -
though they may in a certain sense be masters of

the art of versification, Dryden and Pope are not
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classics of our poetry, they are classics of our
prose.

Gray is our poetical classic of that literature
and age; the position of Gray is singular, and
demands a word of notice here. He has not the
volume or the power of poets who, coming in
times more favourable, have attained to an inde-
pendent criticism of life. But he lived with the
great poets, he lived, above all, with the Greeks,
through perpetually studying and enjoying them ;
and he caught their poetic point of view for
regarding life, caught their poetic manner. The
point of view and the manner are not self-sprung
in him, he caught them of others; and he had
not the free and abundant use of them. But
whereas Addison and Pope never had the use of
them, Gray had the use of them at times. He
is the scantiest and frailest of classics in our
poetry, but he is a classic.

And now, after Gray, we are met, as we draw
towards the end of the eighteenth century, we are -

met by the great name of Burns. We enter now
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on times where the personal estimate of poets
begins to be rife, and where the real estimate of
them is not reached without difficulty. But in
spite of the disturbing pressures of personal par-
tiality, of national partiality, let us try to reach
a real estimate of the poetry of Burns.

By his English poetry Burns in general belongs
to the eighteenth century, and has little import-
ance for us.

¢ Mark ruffian Violence, distain’d with crimes,

Rousing elate in these degenerate times ;

View unsuspecting Innocence a prey,

As guileful Fraud points out the erring way ;

‘While subtle Litigation’s pliant tongue

The life-blood equal sucks of Right and Wrong !’
Evidently this is not the real Burns, or his name
and fame would have disappeared long ago. Nor
is Clarinda’s love-poet, Sylvander, the real Burns
either. But he tells us himself: ‘ These English
songs gravel me to death. I have not the com-
mand of the language that I have of my native
tongue. In fact, I think that my ideas are more
barren in English than in Scotch. I have been



4“ ESSAYS IN CRITICISM 1

at Duncan Gray to dress it in English, but all [
can do is desperately stupid” We English turn
naturally, in Burns, to the poems in our own
language, because we can read them easily ; but
in those poems we have not the real Burns.

The real Burns is of course in his Scotch poems.
Let us boldly say that of much of this poetry,
a poetry dealing perpetually with Scotch drink,
Scotch religion, and Scotch manners, a Scotch-
man’s estimate is apt to be personal. A Scotch-
man is used to this world of Scotch drink, Scotch
religion, and Scotch manners ; he has a tenderness
forit; he meets its poet half way. In this tender
mood he reads pieces like the Holy Fair or
Halloween. But this world of Scotch drink, Scotch
religion, and Scotch manners is against a poet,
not for him, when it is not a partial countryman
who reads him ; for in itself it is not a beautiful
world, and no one can deny that it is of advantage
to a poet to deal with a beautiful world. Burns’s
world of Scotch drink, Scotch religion, and Scotch

manners, i8 often a harsh, a sordid, a repulsive
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world ; even the world of his Cotter's Saturday
Night is not a beautiful world. No doubt a poet’s
criticism of life may have such truth and power
that it triumphs over its world and delights us.
Burns may triumph over his world, often he does
triumph over his world, but let us observe how
and where, Burns is the first case we bhave had
where the bias of the personal estimate tends to
mislead ; let us look at him closely, he can bear it.
Many of his admirers will tell us that we have
Burns, convivial, genuine, delightful, here—

¢ Leeze me on drink ! it gies us mair
Than either school or college ;
It kindles wit, it waukens lair,
It pangs us fou o’ knowledge.
Be ’t whisky gill or penny wheep
Or ony stronger potion,
It never fails, on drinking deep,
To kittle up our notion
By night or day.’

There is a great deal of that sort of thing in Burns,
and it is unsatisfactory, not because it is bacchan-
alian poetry, but because it has not that accent

of sincerity which bacchanalian poetry, to do it
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justice, very often has. There is something in it
of bravado, something which makes us feel that
we have not the man speaking to us with his real
voice ; something, therefore, poetically uunsound.
With still more confidence will his admirers
tell us that we have the genuine Burns, the great
poet, when his strain asserts the independence,
equality, dignity, of men, as in the famous song
For &’ that and &’ that—
¢ A prince can mak’ a belted knight,
A marquis, duke, and a’ that ;
But an honest man’s aboon his might,
Guid faith he mauna fa’ that |
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Their dignities, and a’ that,
The pith o’ sense, and pride o’ worth,
Are higher rank than a’ that.’
Here they find his grand, genuine touches; and
still more, when this puissant genius, who so often
set morality at defiance, falls moralising—
¢ The sacred lowe o’ weel-placed love
Luxuriantly indulge it ;
But never tempt th’ illicit rove,
Tho’ naething should divulge it
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I waive the quantum o’ the sin,
The hazard o’ concealing,
But och ! it hardens a’ within,
And petrifies the feeling,’

Or in a higher strain—
‘Who made the heart, 'tis He alone
Decidedly can try us;
. He knows each chord, its various tone ;
Each spring, its various bias.
Then at the balance let’s be mute,
‘We never can adjust it ;
What's done we partly may compute,
But know not what’s resisted.’
Or in a better strain yet, 8 strain, his admirers
will say, unsurpassable—
‘To make a happy fire-side clime
To weans and wife,

That’s the true pathos and sublime
Of human life.’

There is criticism of life for you, the admirers of
Burns will say to us; there is the application
of ideas to life! There is, undoubtedly. The
doctrine of the last-quoted lines coincides almost
exactly with what was the aim and end, Xenophon
tells us, of all the teaching of Socrates. And the
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application is a powerful one ; made by a man of
vigorous understanding, and (need I say?) a master
of language.

But for supreme poetical success more is re-
quired than the powerful application of ideas to
life; it must be an application under the condi-
tions fixed by the laws of poetic truth and poetic
beauty. Those laws fix as an essential condition,
in the poet’s treatment of such matters as are' here
in question, high seriousness ;—the high serious-
ness which comes from absolute sincerity. The
accent of high seriousness, born of absolute

sincerity, is what gives to such verse as

¢In la sua volontade & nostra pace .

to such criticism of life as Dante’s, its power. Is
this accent felt in the passages which I have been
quoting from Burns? Surely not; surely, if our
sense is quick, we must perceive that we have not
in those passages a voice from the very inmost
soul of the genuine Burns ; he is not speaking to

us from these depths, he is more or less preaching,
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And the compensation for admiring such passages
less, from missing the perfect poetic accent in
them, will be that we shall admire more the
poetry where that accent is found.

No; Burns, like Chaucer, comes short of the
high seriousness of the great classics, and the
virtue of matter and manner which goes with that
high seriousness is wanting to his work. At
moments he touches it in a profound and passion-
ate melancholy, as in those four immortal lines
taken by Byron as a motto for The Bride of
Abydos, but which have in them a depth of poetic
quality such as resides in no verse of Byron's
own—

‘ Had we never loved sae kindly,
Had we never loved sae blindly,

Nevgr met, or never parted,
We had ne’er been bg’oken—hearted.’

But a whole poem of that quality Burns cannot
make ; the rest, in the Farewell to Nancy, is verbi-
age.

We arrive best at the real estimate of Burns, I
E
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think, by conceiving his work as having truth of
matter and truth of manner, but not the accent
or the poetic virtue of the highest masters. His
genuine criticism of life, when the sheer poet in
him speaks, is ironic ; it is not—
‘Thou Power Supreme, whose mighty scheme
These woes of mine fulfil,

Here firm I rest, they must be best
Because they are Thy will !’

It is far rather: Whistle owre the lave ot/ Yet
we may say of him as of Chaucer, that of life and
the world, as they come before him, his view is
large, free, shrewd, benignant,—truly poetic, there-
fore ; and his manner of rendering what he sees is
to match. But we must note, at the same time,
his great difference from Chaucer. The freedom
of Chaucer is heightened, in Burns, by a fiery,
reckless energy; the benignity of Chaucer deepens,
in Burns, into an overwhelming sense of the pathos
of things ;—of the pathos of human nature, the
pathos, also, of non-human nature. Instead of

the fluidity of Chaucer’s manner, the manner of
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Burns has spring, bounding swiftness. Burns is
by far the greater force, though he has perhaps
less charm. The world of Chaucer is fairer,
richer, more significant than that of Burns; but
when the largeness and freedom of Burns get full
sweep, as in Tam o’ Shanter, or still more in that
puissant and splendid production, The Jolly
Beggars, his world may be what it will, his
poetic genius triumphs over it. In the world of
The Jolly Beggars there is more than hideousness
and squalor, there is bestiality; yet the piece is
a superb poetic success, It has a breadth, truth,
and power which make the famous scene in
Auerbach’s Cellar, of Goethe’s Faust, seem artificial
and tame beside it, and which are only matched
by Shakespeare and Aristophanes.

Here, where his largeness and freedom serve
him so admirably, and also in those poems and
songs where to shrewdness he adds infinite arch-
ness and wit, and to benignity infinite pathos,
where his manner is flawless, and a perfect poetic
whole is the result,—in things like the address to
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the mouse whose home he had ruined, in things
like Duncan Gray, Tam Glen, Whistle and I'll
come to you my Lad, Auld Lang Synme (this list
might be made much longer),—here we have the
genuine Burns, of whom the real estimate must be
high indeed. Not a classic, nor with the excellent
amovdaidys of the great classics, nor with a verse
rising to a criticism of life and a virtue like theirs;
but a poet with thorough truth of substance and
an answering truth of style, giving us a poetry
sound to the core. We all of us have a leaning
towards the pathetic, and may be inclined perhaps
to prize Burns most for his touches of piercing,
sometimes almost intolerable, pathos; for verse
like—
‘We twa hae paidl’t i’ the burn
From mornin’ sun till dine;

But seas between us braid hae roar'd
Sin auld lang syne . . .’

where he is as lovely as he is sound. But perhaps
it is by the perfection of soundness of his lighter
and archer masterpieces that he is poetically most
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wholesome for us. For the votary misled by a
personal estimate of Shelley, as so many of us
have been, are, and will be,— of that beautiful
spirit building his many-coloured haze of words
and images

‘ Pinnacled dim in the intense inane ’—

no contact can be wholesomer than the contact
with Burns at his archest and soundcst. Side by
side with the
*On the brink of the night and the morning
My coursers are wont to respire,

But the Earth has just whispered a warning
That their flight must be swifter than fire . . .’

of Prometheus Unbound, Lhow salutary, how very
salutary, to place this from Tam Glen—

‘My minnie does constantly deave me
And bids me beware o’ young men ;
They flatter, she says, to deceive me ;
But wha can think sae o’ Tam Glen ¢’

But we enter on burning ground as we approach
the poetry of times so near to us—poetry like that
of Byron, Shelley, and Wordsworth—of which the
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estimates are so often not only personal, but per-
sonal with passion. For my purpose, it is enough
to have taken the single case of Burns, the first
poet we come to of whose work the estimate
formed is evidently apt to be personal, and to
have suggested how we may proceed, using the
poetry of the great classics as a sort of touchstone,
to correct this estimate, as we had previously
corrected by the same means the historic estimate
where we met with it. A collection like the
present, with its succession of celebrated names
and celebrated poems, offers a good opportunity
to us for resolutely endeavouring to make our
estimates of poetry real. I have sought to point
out a method which will help us in making them
80, and to exhibit it in use so far as to put any
one who likes in a way of applying it for himself.

At any rate the end to which the method and
the estimate are designed to lead, and from leading
to which, if they do lead to it, they get their whole
value,—the benefit of being able clearly to feel
and deeply to enjoy the best, the truly classic, in
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poetry, —is an end, let me say it once more at
parting, of supreme importance. "We are often
told that an era is opening in which we are to see
multitudes of a common sort of readers, and masses
of a common sort of literature ; that such readers
do not want and could not relish anything better
than such literature, and that to provide it is
becoming a vast and prt-)ﬁtable industry. Even if
good literature entirely lost currency with the
world, it would still be abundantly worth while to
continue to enjoy it by oneself. But it never will
lose currency with the world, in spite of momentary
appearances ; it never will lose supremacy. Cur-
rency and supremacy are insured to it, not indeed
by the world’s deliberate and conscious choice, but
by something far deeper,—by the instinct of self-
preservation in humanity,



II

MILTON!

THE most eloquent voice of our century uttered,
ghortly before leaving the world, a warning cry
- against ‘the Anglo-Saxon contagion.’ The tenden-
cies and aims, the view of life and the social economy
of the ever-multiplying and spreading Anglo-Saxon
race, would be found congenial, this prophet feared,
by all the prose, all the vulgarity amongst man-
kind, and would invade and overpower all nations,
The true ideal would be lost, a general sterility of
mind and heart would set in.

The prophet had in view, no doubt, in the
warning thus given, us and our colonies, but the

1 An address delivered in St. Margaret’s Church, Westmin-
ster, on the 18th of February 1888, at the unveiling of a Mem-
morial Window presented by Mr. George W. Childs of Phils.
delphia,
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United States still more. There the Anglo-Saxon
race is already most numerous, there it increases
fastest ; there material interests are most absorb-
ing and pursued with most energy; there the ideal,
the saving ideal, of a high and rare excellence,
seems perhaps to suffer most danger of being ob-
scured and lost. Whatever one may think of the
general danger to the world from the Anglo-Saxon
conté,gion, it appears to me difficult to deny that
the growing greatness and influence of the United
States does bring with it some danger to the ideal
of a high and rare excellence. The average man
is too much a religion there ; his performance is un-
duly magnified, his shortcomings are not duly seen
and admitted. A lady in the State of Ohio sent
to me only the other day a volume on American
authors ; the praise given throughout was of such
high pitch that in thanking her I could not forbear
saying that for only one or two of the authors
named was such a strain of praise admissible, and
that we lost all real standard of excellence by
praising so uniformly and immédera.tely. She
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answered me with charming good temper, that very
likely I was quite right, but it was pleasant to her
to think that excellence was common and abun-
dant. But excellence is not common and abun-
dant ; on the contrary, as the Greek poet long ago
said, excellence dwells among rocks hardly access-
ible, and a man must almost wear his heart out
before he can reach her. Whoever talks of ex-
cellence as common and abundant, is on the way
to lose all right standard of excellence. And
when the right standard of excellence is lost, it is
not likely that much which is excellent will be
produced.

. To habituate ourselves, therefore, to approve, as
the Bible says, things that are really excellent, is
of the highest importance. ~And some apprehen-
sion may justly be caused by a tendency in Ameri-
cans to take, or, at any rate, attempt to take, pro-
fess to take, the average man and his performances
too seriously, to over-rate and over-praise what is
not really superior.

But we have met here to-day to witness the un-
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veiling of a gift in Milton’s honour, and a gift
bestowed by an American, Mr Childs of Phila-
delphia; whose cordial hospitality so many Eng-
lishmen, I myself among the number, have experi-
enced in America. It was only last autumn that
Stratford-upon-Avon celebrated the reception of
a gift from the same generous donor in honour of
Shakespeare. Shakespeare and Milton—he who
wishes to keep his standard of excellence high,
cannot choose two better objects of regard and
honour. And it is an American who has chosen
them, and whose beautiful gift in honour of one of
them, Milton, with Mr. Whittier's simple and true
lines inscribed upon it, is unveiled to-day. Per-
haps this gift in honour of Milton, of which I
am asked to speak, is, even more than the gift in
honour of Shakespeare, one to suggest edifying
reflections to us. '

Like Mr. Whittier, I treat the gift of Mr. Childs
as a gift in honour of Milton, although the
window given is in memory of his second wife,

Catherine Woodcock, the ‘late espoused saint’ of
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the famous sonnet, who died in child-bed at the
end of the first year of her marriage with Milton,
and who lies buried bere with her infant. Milton
is buried in Cripplegate, but he lived for a good
while in this parish of St. Margaret’s, Westminster,
and here be composed part of Paradise Lost, and
the whole of Paradise Regained and Samson Ago-
nistes. 'When death deprived him of the Catherine
whom the new window commemorates, Milton
had still some eighteen years to live, and Crom-
well, his ‘ chief of men,” was yet ruling England.
But the Restoration, with its ¢ Sons of Belial,’ was
not far off; and in the meantime Milton’s heavy
affliction had laid fast hold upon him, his eyesight
had failed totally, he was blind. In what re-
mained to him of life he had the consolation of
producing the Paradise Lost and the Samson
Agonistes, and such a consolation we may indeed
count as no slight one. But the daily life of hap-
piness in common things and in domestic affec-
tions—a life of which, to Milton as to Dante, too

small a share was given—he seems to have known
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most, if not only, in his one married year with
the wife who is here buried. Her form ¢ vested all
in white,’ as in his sonnet he relates that after her
death she appeared to him, her face veiled, but
with ‘love, sweetness, and goodness’ shining in her
person,—this fair and gentle daughter of the rigid
sectarist of Hackney, this lovable companion with
whom Milton had rest and happiness one year, is
a part of Milton indeed, and in calling up her
memory, we call up his.

And in calling up Milton’s memory we call up,
let me say, a memory upon which, in prospect of
the Anglo-Saxon contagion and of its dangers sup-
posed and real, it may be well to lay stress even
more than upon Shakespeare’s. If to our English
race an inadequate sense for perfection of work is
a real danger, if the discipline of respect for a high
and flawless excellence is peculiarly needed by us,
Milton is of all our gifted men the best lesson, the
most salutary influence. In the sure and flawless
perfection of his rhythm and diction he is as
admirable as Virgil or Dante, and in this respect
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be is unique amongst us. No one else in Eng-
lish literature and art possesses the like dis-
tinction.

Thomson, Cowper, Wordsworth, all of them
good poets who have studied Milton, followed
Milton, adopted his form, fail in their diction and
rhythm if we try them by that high standard of
excellence maintained by Milton constantly. From
style really high and pure Milton never departs ;
their departures from it are frequent.

Shakespeare is divinely strong, rich,and attract-
ive. But sureness of perfect style Shakespeare
himself does not possess. I haveheard a politician
express wonder at the treasures of political wisdom
in a certain celebrated scene of Troilus and Cres-
sida ; for my part I am at least equally moved to
wonder at the fantastic and false diction in which
Shakespeare has in that scene clothed them. Mil-
ton, from one end of Paradise Lost to the other, is in
his diction and rhythm constantly a great artist in
the great style. Whatever may be said as to the
subject of his poem, as to the conditions under
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which he received his subject and treated it, that
praise, at any rate, is assured to him.

For the rest, justice is not at present done, in
my opinion, to Milton’s management of the inevi-
table matter of a Puritan epic, a matter full of
difficulties, for a poet. Justice is not done to the
architectonics, a8 Goethe would have called them,
of Paradise Lost; in these, too, the power of
Milton’s art is remarkable. But this may be a
proposition which requires discussion and develop-
ment for establishing it, and they are impossible
on an occasion like the present,

That Milton, of all our English race, is by his
diction and rhythm the one artist of the highest
rank in the great style whom we bave; this I
take as requiring no discussion, this I take as
certain.

The mighty power of poetry and art is genmer-
ally admitted. But where the soul of this power,
of this power at its best, chiefly resides, very
many of us fail to see. It resides chiefly in the
refining and elevation wrought in us by the high
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and rare excellence of the great style. We may
feel the effect without being able to give ourselves
clear account of its cause, but the thing is so.
Now, no race needs the influences mentioned, the
influences of refining and elevation, more than
ours ; and in poetry and art our grand source for
them is Milton.

To what does he owe this supreme distinction ?
To nature first and foremost, to that bent of
nature for inequality which to the worshippers of
the average man is so unacceptable ; to a gift, a
divine favour. ‘The older one grows,’ says Goethe,
‘ the more one prizes natural gifts, because by no
possibility can they be procured and stuck on.
Nature formed Milton to be a great poet. But
what other poet has shown so sincere a sense of
the grandeur of his vocation, and a moral effort so
constant and sublime to make and keep himself
worthy of it? The Milton of religious and political
controversy, and perhaps of domestic life also, is
not seldom disfigured by want of amenity, by
acerbity. The Milton of poetry, on the other
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The English race overspreads the world, and at
the same time the ideal of an excellence the most
high and the most rare abides a possession with it

for ever.



11
THOMAS GRAY!

JamMEs BRrowN, Master of Pembroke Hall at
Cambridge, Gray’s friend and executor, in a letter
written a fortnight after Gray’s death to another
of his friends, Dr. Wharton of Old Park, Durham,
has the following p;ssa.ge —_

‘Everything is now dark and melancholy in
Mr. Gray’s room, not a trace of him remains
there; it looks as if it had been for some time
uninhabited, and the room bespoke for another
inhabitant. The thoughts I have of him will
last, and will be useful to me the few years I can
expect to livee. He never spoke out, but I
believe from some little expressions I now re-

1 Prefixed to the Selection from Gray in Ward's English
Poets, vol. iv. 1880.



70 ESSAYS IN CRITICISM mn

member to have dropped from him, that for some
time past he thought himself nearer his end than
those about him apprehended.’

He never spoke out. In these four words is
contained the whole history of Gray, both as a
man and as a poet. The words fell naturally, and
as it were by chance, from their writer’s pen ; but
let us dwell upon them, and press into their
meaning, for in following it we shall come to
understand Gray.

He was in his fifty-fifth year when he died,
and he lived in ease and leisure, yet a few pages
hold all his poetry ; he mever spoke out in poetry.
Still, the reputation which he has achieved by his
few pages is extremely high. True, Johnson
speaks of him with coldness and disparagement.
Gray disliked Johnson, and refused to make his
acquaintance; one might fancy that Johnson
wrote with some irritation from this cause. But
Johnson was not by nature fitted to do justice
to Gray and to his poetry; this by itself is a

sufficient explanation of the deficiencies of his
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acrimony,’ writes Dr. Gregory, ‘ that the FElegy
owed its popularity entirely to the subject, and
that the public would have received it as well if
it had been written in prose’ This is too much
to say; the Elegy is a beautiful poem, and in
admiring it the public showed a true feeling for
poetry. But it is true that the ZElegy owed
much of its success to its subject, and that it has
received a too unmeasured and unbounded praise.

Gray himself, however, maintained that the
Elegy was not his best work in poetry, and he was
rightt High as is the praise due to the Elegy, it
is yet true that in other productions of Gray he
exhibits poetical qualities even higher than those
exhibited in the Elegy. He deserves, therefore,
his extremely high reputation as a poet, although
his critics and the public may not always have
praised him with perfect judgment. We are
brought back, then, to the question : How, in a
poet so0 really considerable, are we to explain his
scantiness of production ?

Scanty Gray’s production, indeed, is ; so scanty
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produced is not always pure in diction, true in
evolution. Still, with whatever drawbacks, he is
alone, or almost alone (for Collins has something of
the like merit) in his age. Gray said himself that
‘the style he aimed at was extreme conciseness of
expression, yet pure, perspicuous, and musical’
Compared, not with the work of the great masters
of the golden ages of poetry, but with the poetry
of his own contemporaries in general, Gray’s may
be said to have reached, in style, the excellence at
which he aimed ; while the evolution also of such
a piece as his Progress of Poesy must be accounted
not less noble and sound than its style.



Iy
JOHN KEATS!

PoErRY, according to Milton’s famous saying,
should be ‘simple, sensuous, impassioned.” No
one can question the eminency, in Keats's poetry,
of the quality of sensuousness. Keats as a poet is
abundantly and enchantingly sensuous; the gues-
tion with some people will be, whether he is any-
thing else. Many things may be brought forward
which seem to show him as under the fascination
and sole dominion of sense, and desiring nothing
better. There is the exclamation in one of his
letters : <O for a life of sensations rather than of
thoughts I’ There is the thesis, in another, ‘that
with a great Poet the sense of Beauty overcomes

1 Profixed to the Selection from Keats in Ward's English
Pocts, vol. iv. 1880.
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And again, in a passage where one may per-
haps find fault with the capital letters, but surely
with nothing else :—

‘I have not the slightest feel of humility towards
the public or to anything in existence but the Eternal
Being, the Principle of Beauty, and the Memory of
great Men. . . . I would be subdued before my
friends, and thank them for subduing me ; but among
multitudes of men I have no feel of stooping ; I hate
the idea of humility to them. I never wrote one
single line of poetry with the least shadow of thought
about their opinion. Forgive me for vexing you, but
it eases me to tell you: I could not live without the
love of my friends; I would jump down Etna for
any great public good—but I hate a mawkish popu-
larity. I cannot be subdued before them. My glory
would be to daunt and dazzle the thousand jabberers
about pictures and books.’

Against these artistic and literary ‘jabberers,’
amongst whom Byron fancied Keats, probably, to
be always living, flattering them and flattered by
them, he has yet another outburst :—

‘Just so much as I am humbled by the genius

above my grasp, am I exalted and look with hate and
contempt upon the literary world. Who could wish
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to be among the commonplace crowd of the little
famous, who are each individually lost in a throng
made up of themselves 1’

And he loves Fanny Brawne the more, he tells
her, because he believes that she has liked him for
his own sake and for nothing else. ‘I have met
with women who I really think would like to be
married to a Poem and to be given away by a
Novel’

There is a tone of too much bitterness and
defiance in all this, a tone which he with great
propriety subdued and corrected when he wrote
his beautiful preface to Endymion. But the thing
to be seized is, that Keats had flint and iron in
him, that he had character; that he was, as his
brother George says, ‘as much like the Holy Ghost
as Johnny Keats’ — as that imagined sensuous
weakling, the delight of the literary circles of
Hampstead.

It is a pity that Byron, who so misconceived
Keats, should never ‘have known how shrewdly
Keats, on the other hand, had characterised Zim,
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sort of thing which operates in the great world to the
end of a prophecy’s being accomplished. Therefore
he devoted himself rather to the ardours than the
pleasures of song, solacing himself at intervals with
cups of old wine.’

In his own poetry, too, Keats felt that place
must be found for ‘the ardours rather than the
pleasures of song,’ although he was aware that he

was not yet ripe for it—
‘But my flag is not unfurl’d
On the Admiral-staff, and to philosophise
I ddre not yet.’

Even in his pursuit of ‘the pleasures of song,’
however, there is that stamp of high work which
is akin to character, which is character passing
into intellectual production. The best sort of
poelry—that,” he truly says, ¢is all I care for, all I
live for.” It is curious to observe how this severe
addiction of his to the best sort of poetry affects
him with a certain coldness, as if the addiction had
been to mathematics, towards those prime objects
of a sensuous and passionate poet’s regard, love
sud wowmen. He speaks of ‘the opinion I have
formed of the generality of women, who appear to

.
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it was, ¢ with the ambition of the intellect.” It is,
as he again says, ‘the mighty abstract idea of
Beauty in all things’ Ard in his last days Keats
wrote : < If I should die, I have left no immortal
work behind me—nothing to make my friends
proud of my memory; but I Aave loved the prin-
ciple of beauty in all things, and if I had had time
I would have made myself remembered” He Aas
made himself remembered, and remembered as no
merely sensuous poet could be ; and he has done
it by having ‘loved the principle of beauty in all
things’

For to see things in their beauty is to see
things in their truth, and Keats knew it ‘What
the Imagination seizes as Beauty must be Truth,’
he says in prose; and in immortal verse he has
said the same thing—

¢ Beanty is truth, trath beanty,—that is all

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.”
No, it is not all; but it is true, deeply true, and
we have deep need to know it. And with beauty
goes not only truth, joy goes with her also; and
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out weariness, I could pass my life very nearly
alone, though it should last eighty years. But
I feel my body too weak to support me to the
height ; I am obliged continually to check myself,
and be nothing” He had against him even more
than this ; he had against him the blind power
which we call Fortune. ‘O that something for-
tunate,” he cries in the closing months of his life,
‘had ever happened to me or my brothers ! —then
I might hope,—but despair is forced upon me as
a habit” So baffled and so sorely tried, — while
laden, at the same time, with a mighty formative
thought requiring health, and many days, and
favouring circumstances, for its adequate mani-
festation, — what wonder if the achievement of
Keats be partial and incomplete ?

Nevertheless, let and hindered as he was, and
with a short term and imperfect experience,—
‘young,’ as he says of himself, ‘and writing at
random, straining after particles of light in the
midst of a great darkness, without knowing the
bearing of any one assertion, of any one opinion,’






12 ESSAYS IX CRITICISM v

For the second great half of poetic interpreta
tion, for that faculty of moral interpretation which
i3 in Shakespeare, and is informed by him with
the same power of besuty as his naturalistic in-
terpretation, Keats was not ripe. For the archi-
tectonics of poetry, the faculty which presides at
the evalution of works like the Agememnon or
Lear, be was not ripe. His Endymion, as he
himself well saw, is a failure, and his Hyperion,
fine things as it contains, is not a success. But
in shorter things, where the matured power of
which go with complete poetic development, are
not required, he is perfet The poems which
follow prove it,—prove it far better by themselves
than anything which can be sail about them will
prove it Therefore I have chiefly spoken here of
the man, and of the elements in him which explain
the production of such work. Shakespearian work
it is; not imitative, indeed, of Shakespesre, but
Shakespearian, because its expression has that
rounded perfection and felicity of loveliness of
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which Shakespeare is the great master. To show
such work is to praise it. Let us now end by
delighting ourselves with a fragment of it, too
broken to find a place among the pieces which
follow, but far too beautiful to be lost. It is a
fragment of an ode for May-day. O might I, he
cries to May, O might I
‘. .. thy smiles

Seek as they once were sought, in Grecian isles,

By bards who died content on pleasant sward,

Leaving great verse unto a little clan !

O, give me their old vigour, and unheard

Save of the quiet primrose, and the span

Of heaven, and few years,
Rounded by thee, my song should die away,

Content as theirs,
Rich in the simple worship of a day!’



v
WORDSWORTH!

I RrEMEMBER hearing Lord Macaulay say, after
Wordsworth’s death, when subscriptions were
being collected to found a memorial of him, that
ten years earlier more money could have been
raised in Cambridge alone, to do honour to Words-
worth, than was now raised all through -the
country. Lord Macaulay had, as we know, his
own heightened and telling way of putting things,
and we must always make allowance for it. But
probably it is true that Wordsworth has never,
either before or since, been so accepted and
popular, so established in possession of the minds

of all who profess to care for poetry, as he was

1 The preface to The Poems of Wordsworth, chosen and
odited by Matthew Arnold, 1879.
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which not a dozen English people, I suppose, look
at. The writer is praising Shakespeare’s prose.
With Shakespeare, he says, ¢ prose comes in when-
ever the subject, being more familiar, is unsuited
to the majestic English iambic’ And he goes
on: ‘ Shakespeare is the king of poetic rhythm
and style, as well as the king of the realm of
thought ; along with his dazzling prose, Shake-
speare has succeeded in giving us the most varied,
the most harmonious verse which has ever sounded
upon the human ear since the verse of the Greeks.’
M. Henry Cochin, the writer of this sentence,
deserves our gratitude for it ; it would not be easy
to praise Shakespeare, in a single sentence, more
justly. And when a foreigner and a Frenchman
writes thus of Shakespeare, and when Goethe says
of Milton, in whom there was so much to repel
Goethe rather than to attract him, that ¢ nothing
has been ever done so entirely in the sense of the
Greeks as Samson Agonistes,’ and that  Milton is
in very truth a poet whom we must treat with all

reverence, then we understand what constitutes
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steady light of glory as yet shines over him. He
is not fully recognised at home ; he is not recog-
nised at all abroad. Yet I firmly believe that the
poetical performance of Wordsworth is, after that
of Shakespeare and Milton, of which all the world
now recognises the worth, undoubtedly the most
considerable in our language from the Elizabethan
age to the present time. Chaucer is anterior ;
and on other grounds, too, he cannot well be
brought into the comparison. But taking the roll
of our chief poetical names, besides Shakespeare
and Milton, from the age of Elizabeth downwards,
and going through it,—Spenser, Dryden, Pope,
Gray, Goldsmith, Cowper, Burns, Coleridge, Scott,
Campbell, Moore, Byron, Shelley, Keats (I men-
tion those only who are dead),—1I think it certain
that Wordsworth’s name deserves to stand, and
will finally stand, above them all. Several of the
poets named have gifts and excellences which
Wordsworth has not. But taking the performance
of each as a whole, I say that Wordsworth seems
to me to have left a body of poetical work superior
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the whole than the performance of any one of
these personages, so far more brilliant and cele-
brated, most of them, than the homely poet of
Rydal. Wordsworth's performance in poetry is
on the whole, in power, in interest, in the qualities
which give enduring freshness, superior to theirs,

This is a high claim to make for Wordsworth,
But if it is a just claim, if Wordsworth’s place
among the poets who have appeared in the last
two or three centuries is after Shakespeare, Molitre,
Milton, Goethe, indeed, but before all the rest,
then in time Wordsworth will have his due. We
shall recognise him in his place, as we recognise
Shakespeare and Milton ; and not only we our-
selves shall recognise him, but he will be recog-
nised by Europe also. Meanwhile, those who
recognise him already may do well, perhaps, to
ask themselves whether there are not in the case
of Wordsworth certain special obstacles which
hinder or delay his due recognition by others, and
whether these obstacles are not in some measure

removable.
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pieces the impression made by one piece requires
to be continued and sustained by the piece follow-
ing. Inreading Wordsworth the impression made
by one of his fine pieces is too often dulled and
spoiled by a very inferior piece coming after it.

‘Wordsworth composed verses during a space of
some sixty years; and it is no exaggeration to
say that within one single decade of those years,
between 1798 and 1808, almost all his really first-
rate work was produced. A mass of inferior work
remains, work done before and after this golden
prime, imbedding the first-rate work and clogging
it, obstructing our approach to it, chilling, not
unfrequently, the high-wrought mood with which
we leave it. To be recognised far and wide as
a great poet, to be possible and receivable as a
classic, Wordsworth needs to be relieved of a great
deal of the poetical baggage which now encumbers
him. To administer this relief is indispensable,
unless he is to continue to be a poet for the few
only,—a poet valued far below his real worth by
the world.
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or lyric, lyric or elegiac. But there is to be found
in every good poem a strain, a predominant note,
which determines the poem as belonging to one of
these kinds rather than the other; and here is
the best proof of the value of the classification,
and of the advantage ot“ adhering to it. Words-
worth’s poems will never produce their due effect
until they are freed from their present artificial
arrangement, and grouped more naturally.
Disengaged from the quantity of inferior work
which now obscures them, the best poems of
Wordsworth, I hear many people say, would
indeed stand out in great beauty, but they would
prove to be very few in number, scarcely more
than half a dozen. I maintain, on the other hand, .
that what strikes me with admiration, what estab-
lishes in my opinion Wordsworth's superiority,
is the great and ample body of powerful work
which remains to him, even after all his inferior
work has been cleared away. He gives us so
much to rest upon, so much which communicates

his spirit and engages ours!
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To exhibit this body of Wordsworth’s best
work, to clear away obstructions from around it,
and to let it speak for itself, is what every lover
of Wordsworth should desire. Until this has
been done, Wordsworth, whom we, to whom he
is dear, all of us know and feel to be so great a
poet, has not had a fair chance before the world.
‘When once it has been done, he will make his
way best, not by our advocacy of him, but by his
own worth and power. We may safely leave him
to make his way thus, we who believe that a
superior worth and power in poetry finds in man-
kind a sense responsive to it and disposed at last
to recognise it. Yet at the outset, before he has
been duly known and recognised, we may do
Wordsworth a service, perhaps, by indicating in
what his superior power and worth will be found
to consist, and in what it will not.

Long ago, in speaking of Homer, I said that
the noble and profound application of ideas to life
is the most essential part of poetic greatmess. I
said that a great poet receives his distinctive
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found application of ideas to life’; and he means
the application of these ideas under the conditions
fixed for us by the laws of poetic beauty and
poetic truth. If it is said that to call these ideas
moral ideas is to introduce a strong and injurious
limitation, I answer that it is to do nothing of the
kind, because moral ideas are really so main a
part of human life. The question, Aow o live, is
itself a moral idea; and it is the question which
most interests every man, and with which, in
some way or other, he is perpetually occupied.
A large sense is of course to be given to the
term moral. Whatever bears upon the question,
‘how to Live,” comes under it.

¢Nor love thy life, nor hate ; bat, what thou liv'st.

Live well ; how long or short, permit to heaven.’
In those fine lines Milton utters, as every one at
once perceives, a moral idea. Yes, but so too,
when Keats consoles the forward-bending lover
on the Grecian Urn, the lover arrested and pre-
sented in immortal relief by the sculptor’s hand
before he can kiss, with the line,
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the greatness of a poet lies in his powerful and
beautiful application of ideas to life,—to the ques-
tion: How to live. Morals are often treated in a
narrow and false fashion; they are bound up with
systems of thought and belief which have had
their day ; they are fallen into the hands of pedants
and professional dealers; they grow tiresome to
some of us. We find attraction, at times, even in
a poetry of revolt against them; in a poetry which
might take for its motto Omar Kheyam’s words:
‘Let us make up in the tavern for the time which
we have wasted in the mosque’ Or we find
attractions in a poetry indifferent to them; in a
poetry where the contents may be what they will,
but where the form is studied and exquisite. We
delude ourselves in either case; and the best cure
for our delusion is to let our minds rest upon that
great and inexhaustible word life, until we learn
to enter into its meaning. A poetry of revolt
against moral ideas is a poetry of revol against
life ; a poetry of indifference towards moral ideas
is a poetry of indifference towards life.
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and you forget your home and want to make your
abode with them and to stay with them, on the plea
that they are taking. Who denies that they are
taking? but as places of passage, as inns. And
when I say this, you suppose me to be attacking
the care for style, the care for argument. I am
not ; I attack the resting in them, the not looking
to the end which is beyond them.’

Now, when we come across a poet like Théo-
phile Gautier, we have a poet who has taken up
his abode at an inn, and never got farther. There
may be inducements to this or that one of us, at this
or that moment, to find delight in him, to cleave to
him ; but after all, we do not change the truth
about him,—we only stay ourselves in his inn
along with him. And when we come across a
poet like Wordsworth, who sings

¢ Of truth, of grandeur, beauty, love and hope.
And melancholy fear subdued by faith,
Of blessed consolations in distress,
Of moral strength and intellectual power,
Of joy in widest commonalty spread '—

then we have a poet intent on ‘the best and
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that they are a tissue of elevated but abstract ver-
biage, alien to the very nature of poetry.

Or let us come direct to the centre of Words-
worth’s philosophy, as ‘an ethical system, as dis-
tinctive and capable of systematical exposition as
Bishop Butler’s’—

‘. . . One adequate support
For the calamities of mortal life
Exists, one only ;—an assured belief
That the procession of our fate, howe’er
Sad or disturbed, is ordered by a Being
Of infinite benevolence and power ;
‘Whose everlasting purposes embrace
All accidents, converting them to good.’

That is doctrine such as we hear in church too,
religious and philosophic doctrine; and the at-
tached Wordsworthian loves passages of such
doctrine, and brings them forward in proof of his
poet’s excellence. But however true the doctrine
may be, it has, as here presented, none of the
characters of poetic truth, the kind of truth which
we require from a poet, and in which Wordsworth
is really strong,
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soremote ; but from all that we can really investi-
gate, I should say that they were no very great
things,’

Finally, the *scientific system of thought’ in
Wordsworth gives us at last such poetry as this,
which the devout Wordsworthian accepts—

¢ O for the coming of that glorious time

When, prizing knowledge as her noblest wealth

And best protection, this Imperial Realm,

While she exacts allegiance, shall admit

An obligation, on her part, to feach

Them who are born to serve her and obey ;

Binding herself by statute to secure,

For all the children whom her soil maintains,

The rudiments of letters, and inform

The mind with moral and religious truth.’
Wordsworth calls Voltaire dull, and surely the
production of these un-Voltairian lines must have
been imposed on him as a judgment! One can
hear them being quoted at a Social Science Con-
gress ; one can call up the whole scene. A great
room in one of our dismal provincial towns ; dusty
air and jaded afternoon daylight; benches full of

men with bald heads and women in spectacles;
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the truest and most unfailing source of joy ac-
cessible to man. It is also accessible universally,
Wordsworth brings us word, therefore, according
to his own strong and characteristic line, he brings

us word

¢ Of joy in widest commonalty spread.’

Here is an immense advantage for a poet. Words-
worth tells of what all seek, and tells of it at its
truest and best source, and yet a source where all
may go and draw for it.

Nevertheless, we are not to suppose that every-
thing is precious which Wordsworth, standing
even at this perennial and beautiful source, may
give us. Wordsworthians are apt to talk as if it
must be. They will speak with the same rever-
ence of The Sailor's Mother, for example, as of
Lucy Gray. They do their master harm by such
lack of discrimination. ZLucy Gray is a beautiful
success ; The Sailor's Mother is a failure. To give
aright what he wishes to give, to interpret and

render successfully, is not always within Words-
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When he seeks to have a style he falls into pon-
derosity and pomposity. In the Excursion we
have his style, as an artistic product of his own
creation; and although Jeffrey completely failed
to recognise Wordsworth’s real greatness, he was
yet not wrong in saying of the Excursion, as a work
of poetic style : ‘This will never do’ And yet
magical as is that power, which Wordsworth has
not, of assured and possessed poetic style, he has
something which is an equivalent for it.

Every one who has any sense for these things
feels the subtle turn, the heightening, which is
given to a poet’s verse by his genius for style.
We can feel it in the

¢ After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well '—

of Shakespeare ; in the

‘. . . though fall'n on evil days,
On evil days though fall'n, and evil tongues '—

of Milton. It is the incomparable charm of
Milton’s power of poetic style which gives such
worth to Paradise Regained, and makes a great
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rather choose poems such as Michael, The Foun-
tain, The Highland Reaper. And poems with the
peculiar and unique beauty which distinguishes
these, Wordsworth produced in considerable num-
ber ; besides very many other poems of which the
worth, although not so rare as the worth of these,
is still exceedingly high.

On the whole, then, as I said at the beginning,
not only is Wordsworth eminent by reason of the
goodness of his best work, but he is eminent also
by reason of the great body of good work which
he bhas left to us. With the ancients I will not
compare him. In many respects the ancients are
far above us, and yet there is something that we
demand which they can never give. Leaving the
ancients, let us come to the poets and poetry
of Christendom. Dante, Shakespeare, Molidre,
Milton, Goethe, are altogether larger and more
splendid luminaries in the poetical heaven thal;
Wordsworth. But I know not where else, among
the moderns, we are to find his superiors.

To disengage the poems which show his power,
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kinson’s spade, and even the Thanksgiving Ode ;—
everything of Wordsworth, I think, except Vaud-
racour and Julia. It is not for nothing that one
has been brought up in the veneration of a man so
truly worthy of homage; that one has seen him
and heard him, lived in his neighbourhood, and
been familiar with his country. No Words-
worthian has a tenderer affection for this pure and
'sa.ge master than I, or is less really offended by
his defects. But Wordsworth is something more
than the pure and sage master of a small band of
devoted followers, and we ought not.to rest satis-
fied until he is seen to be what he is. He is one
of the very chief glories of English Poetry ; and by
nothing is England so glorious as by her poetry. Let
us lay aside every weight which hinders our getting
him recognised as this, and let our one study be to
bring to pass, as widely as possible and as truly as
possible, his own word concerning his poems :
‘ They will co-operate with the benign tendencies in
human nature and society,and will, in theirdegree, be

efficacious inmaking men wiser, better, and happier.’
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contain them, and the remaining poetry is of a
quality much inferior. Scott never, I think, rises
as a poet to the level of Byron and Wordsworth at
all. On the other hand, he never falls below his
own usual level very far; and by a volume of
selections from him, therefore, his effectiveness is
not increased. As to Shelley there will be more
question ; and indeed Mr. Stopford Brooke, whose
accomplishments, eloquence, and love of poetry
we must all recognise and admire, has actually
given us Shelley in such a volume. But for my
own part I cannot think that Shelley’s poetry,
except by snatches and fragments, has the value
of the good work of Wordsworth and Byron ; or
that it is possible for even Mr. Stopford Brooke to
make up a volume of selections from him which,
for real substance, power, and worth, can at all
take rank with a like volume from Byron or
Wordsworth.

Shelley knew quite well the difference between
the achievement of such a poet as Byron and his
own. He praises Byron too unreservedly, but he
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far more read than they are now, will not resist
the wear and tear of time better, and finally come
to stand higher, than his poetry.

There remain to be considered Byron and
Wordsworth. That Wordsworth affords good
material for a volume of selections, and that he
gains by having his poetry thus presented, is an
old belief of mine which led me lately to make up
a volume of poems chosen out of Wordsworth, and
to bring it before the public. By its kind recep-
tion of the volume, the public seems to show itself
a partaker in my belief. Now Byron also sup-
plies plenty of material for a like volume, and he
too gains, I think, by being so presented. Mr.
Swinburne urges, indeed, that ‘ Byron, who rarely
wrote anything either worthless or faultless, can
only be judged or appreciated in the mass; the
greatest of his works was his whole work taken
together.” It is quite true that Byron rarely wrote
anything either worthless or faultless; it is quite
true also that in the appreciation of Byron’s

power a sense of the amount and variety of his
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language.” This accusation brought by himself
against his poems is not just; but when he goes
on to say of them, that ‘their faults, whatever
they may be, are those of negligence and not of
labour, he says what is perfectly true. ¢Zara,
he declares, ‘I wrote while undressing after coming
home from balls and masquerades, in the year of
revelry, 1814. The Bride was written in four, the
Corsair in ten days’ He calls this ‘a humiliating
confession, as it proves my own want of judgment
in publishing, and the public’s in reading, things
which cannot have stamina for permanence.
Again he does his poems injustice ; the producer
of such poems could not but publish them, the
' public could not but read them. Nor could Byron
have produced his work in any other fashion; his
~ poetic work could not have first grown and matured
in his own mind, and then come forth as an
organic whole ; Byron had not enough of the artist
in him for this, nor enough of self-command. He
wrote, as he truly tells us, to relieve himself, and

he went on writing because he found the relief
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making us see and feel it too. The Giaour is, as
he truly called it, ‘a string of passages’ not a
work moving by a deep internal law of develop-
ment to a necessary end; and our total impres-
sion from it cannot but receive from this, its in-
herent defect, a certain dimness and indistinctness
But the incidents of the journey and death of
Hassan, in that poem, are conceived and presented
with a vividness not to be surpassed; and our
impression from them is correspondingly clear
and powerful. In LZLara, again, there is no
adequate development either of the character
of the chief personage or of the action of
the poem ; our total impression from the work is
a confused one. Yet such an incident as the dis-
posal of the slain Ezzelin’s body passes before our
eyes as if we actually saw it. And in the same
way as these bursts of incident, bursts of senti-
ment also, living and vigorous, often occur in the
midst of poems which must be admitted to be but
weakly-conceived and loosely-combined wholes.
Byron cannot but be a gainer by having attention
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for him, as it comes for all poets, when he must
take his real and permanent place, no longer
depending upon the vogue of his own day and upon
the enthusiasm of his contemporaries. Whatever
we may think of him, we shall not be subjugated
by him as they were; for, as he cannot be for us
what he was for them, we cannot admire him so
hotly and indiscriminately as they. His faults of
negligence, of diffuseness, of repetition, his faults
of whatever kind, we shall abundantly feel and
unsparingly criticise ; the mere interval of time
between us and him makes disillusion of this
_kind inevitable. But how then will Byron stand,
if we relieve him too, so far as we can, of the en-
dee Lf :o' . if we bring before us his best and strongest work in

o .
£ “7 o one body together? That is the question which I,

i L( cumbrance of his inferior and weakest work, and

who can even remember the latter years of Byron’s
vogue, and have myself felt the expiring' wave
of that mighty influence, but who certainly also
regard him, and have long regarded him, without

illusion, caunot but ask myself, cannot but seek to
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and unsympathetic criticism. However, the praise
often given to Byron has been so exaggerated as to
provoke, perhaps, a reaction in which he is unduly
disparaged. ‘ As various in composition as Shake-
speare himself, Lord Byron has embraced,’ says
Sir Walter Scott, ‘ every topic of human life, and
sounded every string on the divine harp, from its
slightest to its most powerful and heart-astounding
tones’ It is not surprising that some one with a
cool head should retaliate, on such provocation as
this, by saying:  He has treated hardly any sub-
ject but one, Aimself’ ‘In the very grand and tre-
mendous drama of Catn,’ says Scott, ‘ Lord Byron
has certainly matched Milton on his own ground.’
And Lord Byron has done all this, Scott adds.
‘while managing his pen with the careless and
negligent ease of a man of quality.” Alas, ‘man-
aging his pen with the careless and negligent ease
of a man of quality,” Byron wrote in his Cain-—

¢Souls that dare look the Omnipotent tyrant in
His everlasting face, and tell him that
His evil is not good ;’
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the careless and negligent ease of a man of quality.’
Just of a piece with the rhythm of

‘Dare you await the event of & few mmutes
Deliberation t*

or of
¢ All shall be void—
Destroy'd !’
s the diction of
¢ Which now is painful to these eyes,
Which have not seen the sun to rise ;’
or of

t. . . there let him Iay !’

or of the famous passage beginning
‘He who hath bent him o’er the dead ;’
with those trailing relatives, that crying gramma-
tical solecism, that inextricable anacolouthon!
To class the work of the author of such things
with the work of the authors of such verse as
‘In the dark backward and abysm of time '—

or as
¢ Presenting Thebes, or Pelops’ Line,
Or the tale of Troy divine '—
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is ridiculous. Shakespeare and Milton, with their
secret of consummate felicity in diction and
movement, are of another and an altogether
higher order from Byron, nay, for that matter,
from Wordsworth also; from the author of such
verse as

¢Sol hath dropt into his harbour'—
or (if Mr. Ruskin pleases) as
¢ Parching summer hath no warrant’—

as from the author of

¢ All shall be void—
Destroy’d !’

With a poetical gift and a poetical performance of
the very highest order, the slovenliness and tune-
lessness of much of Byron's production, the
pompousness and ponderousness of much of
Wordsworth’s are incompatible. Let us admit
this to the full.

Moreover, while we are hearkening to M.
Scherer, and going along with him in his fault-

finding, let us admit, too, that the man in Byron
N
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is in many respects as unsatisfactory as the poet.
And, putting aside all direct moral criticism of
him, — with which we need not oconcern our-
selves here,—we shall find that be is unsatisfactory
in the same way. Some of Byron’s most crying
fanlts as & man,—his vulgarity, his affectation,—
are really akin to the faunlts of commonness, of
want of art, in his workmanship as a poet. The
ideal nature for the poet and artist is that of the
finely touched and finely gifted man, the evguric of
the Greeks; now, Byron’s nature was in sub-
stance not that of the ed¢uris at all, but rather,
as I have said, of the barbarian. The want of
fine perception which made it possible for him to
formulate either the comparison ‘between himself
and Roussean, or his reason for getting Lord Dela-
warr excused from a ‘licking’ at Harrow, is
exactly what made possible for him also his
terrible dealings in, An ye wool ; I have redde thee ;
Sunburn me; Oons, and it is exvellent well. It ia
exactly, again, what made possible for him his
precious dictum that Pope is & Greek temple, and
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Byron’s admirers appeal eagerly to foreign testi-
monies in his favour. Some of these testimonies
do not much move me; but one testimony there
is among them which will always carry, with me
at any rate, very great weight,—the testimony of
Goethe. Goethe’s sayings about Byron were
uttered, it must however be remembered, at the
height of Byron’s vogue, when that puissant and
splendid personality was exercising its full power
of attraction. In Goethe’s own household there
was an atmosphere of glowing Byron-worship;
his daughter-in-law was a passionate admirer of
Byron, nay, she enjoyed and prized his poetry, as
did Tieck and so many others in Germany at that
time, much above the poetry of Goethe himself,
Instead of being irritated and rendered jealous by
this, a nature like Goethe’s was inevitably led by
it to heighten, not lower, the note of his praise.
The Time-Spirit, or Zeit-Geist, he would himself
have said, was working just then for Byron. This
working of the Zeit-Geist in his favour was an
advantage added to Byron’s other advantages, an
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Byron ‘is undoubtedly to be regarded as the
greatest genius of our century” What Goethe did
really say was ‘the greatest talent, not °the
greatest genius’ The difference is important, be-
cause, while talent gives the notion of power in a
man’s performance, genius gives rather the notion
of felicity and perfection in it; and this divine
gift of consummate felicity by no means, as we
have seen, belongs to Byron and to his poetry.
Goethe said that Byron ‘must unquestionably be
regarded as the greatest talent of the cemtury.’?
He said of him moreover : ‘ The English may think
of Byron what they please, but it is certain that
they can point to no poet who is his like. He is
different from all the rest, and in the main
greater” Here, again, Professor Nichol trans-
lates: ¢They can show no (living) poet who is
to be compared to him ;’—inserting the word
living, 1 suppose, to prevent its being thought
that Goethe would have ranked Byron, as a poet,

1 ¢Der ohne Frage als das grosste Talent des Jahrhunderts
angusehen ist.’
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and which were, s0 Goethe maintained of a
character to do good because ‘evervtiing great
ts formative’ and what is tkas furrmative does
us good.

The faults which went with this greatness, and
which impaired Byron's poetical work, Goethe saw
very well. He saw the constant state of warfare
and combat, the * negative and polemical working,’
which makes Byron's poetry a poetry im which we
can 90 little find rest; he saw the Haxg zam Un-
begrenaten, the straining after the unlimited, which
made 1t impossible for Byron to produce poetac
wholes such as the Tempest or Lear; he saw the
= vigd Empirie, the promiscuous adoption of all
the matter offered to the poet by life, justas it was
offered, without thought or patience for the mys-
terious transmutation to be operated on this matter
by poetic form. But in a sentence which I can-
not, as I say, remember to have yet seen guoted in
any Enzlish eriticism of Byron, Goeth: lays his
finzer on the cause of all these defects in Byrom,
and on his real source of weakness both as a man
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compared with the productions of other poets,
from his superiority, and the loss which accrues to
it from his defects.

A balance of this kind has to be struck in the
cage of all poets except the few supreme masters
in whom a profound criticism of life exhibits itself
in indissoluble connection with the laws of poetic
truth and beauty. I have seen it said that I
" allege poetry to have for its characteristic this:
 that it is a criticism of life; and that I make it
to be thereby distinguished from prose, which is
something else. So far from it, that when I first
used this expression, a criticism of life, now many
years ago, it was to literature in general that I
applied it, and not to poetry in especial. *The
end and aim of all literature,’ I said, ¢is, if one
considers it attentively, nothing but that: a crii-
cism of life) And so it Qurely is; the main end
and aim of all our utterance, whether in prose or
in verse, is surely a criticism of life. 'We are not
brought much on our way, I admit, towards an

adequate definition of poetry as distinguished from
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when that balance has been struck. Let us ob-
serve how this is so.

We will take three poets, among the most con-
siderable of our century : 'Leopardi, Byron, Words-
~ worth. Giacomo Leopardi was ten years younger
than Byron, and he died thirteen years after him ;
both of them, therefore, died young—Byron at the
age of thirty-six, Leopardi at the age of thirty-nine.
Both of them were of noble birth, both of them
suffered from physical defect, both of them were
in revolt against the established facts and beliefs
of their age ; but here the likeness between them
ends. The stricken poet of Recanati had no
country, for an Italy in his day did not exist; he
had no audience, no celebrity. The volume of his
poems, published in the very year of Byron’s
death, hardly sold, I suppose, its tens, while the
volumes of Byron’s poetry were selling their tens
of thousands. And yet Leopardi has the very
qualities which we have found wanting to Byron;
he has the sense for form and style, the passion

for just expression, the sure and firm touch of the
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true artist. Nay, more, he has a grave fulness of -
knowledge, an insight into the real bearings of the
questions which as a sceptical poet he raises, a
. power of seizing the real point, a lucidity, with
which the author of Cain has nothing to compare.
I can hardly imagine Leopardi reading the
‘.. . And thow would’st go on aspiring

To the great double Mysteries! the two Principles/’
or following Byron in his theological controversy
with Dr. Kennedy, without having his features
overspread by a calm and fine smile, and remark-
ing of his brilliant contemporary, as Goethe did,
that ‘the moment he begins to reflect, he is a
child’ But indeed whoever wishes to feel the full
superiority of Leopardi over Byron in philosophic
thought, and in the expression of it, has only to
read one paragraph of one poem, the paragraph of
La Ginestra, beginning

‘Sovente in queste piagge,’

and ending

¢ Non so se il riso o la pietd prevale.’
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But as compared with Leopardi, Wordsworth,
though at many points less lucid, though far lesss
a master of style, far less of aﬁ artist, gains so»
much by his criticism of life being, in certaim
matters of profound importance, healthful and

" true, whereas Leopardi’s pessimism is not, that the

v;lue of Wordsworth’s poetry, on the whole, stands
higher for us than that of Leopardi’s, as it stands
higher for us, I think, than that of any modern
poetry except Goethe’s,

Byron’s poetic value is also greater, on the
whole, than Leopardi’s; and his superiority turns
in the same way upon the surpassing worth of
something which he had and was, after all deduc-
tion has been made for his shortcomings. We
talk of Byron's personality, ‘a personality in emi-
nence such as has never been yet, and is not

’

likely to come again;’ and we say that by this
personality Byron is ¢ different from all the rest of
English poets, and in the main greater’ But can
we not be a little more circumstan-tial, and name

that in which the wonderful power of this person-
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little reverence as he did. But these men dis-
believers in British Philistinism in private. eniered
English public life, the most conventional in the
world, and at once they saluted with respect the
habits and ideas of British Philistinism as if they
were a part of the order of creation, and as if in
public no sane man would think of warring against
them. With Byron it was different. What he
called the cant of the great middle part of the
English nation, what we call its Philistinism, re-
volted him; but the cant of his own class, defer-
ring to this Philistinism and profiting by it. while
they disbelieved in it, revolted him even more.
‘Come what may, are his own words, ‘I will
never flatter the million’s canting in any shape.’
His class in general, on the other hand, shrugged
their shoulders at this cant, laughed at it, pandered
to it, and ruled by it. The falsehood, cynicism,
insolence, misgovernment, oppression, with their
consequent unfailing crop of human misery, which
were produced by this state of things, roused
Byron to irreconcilable revolt and battle. They
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Address in the House of Lords, to pay compliments
to the energy and self-reliance of British middle-
class Liberalism, and to adapt his politics to suit
it. Unfitted for such politics, he threw himself
upon poetry as his organ ; and in poetry his topics
were not Queen Mab, and the Witch of Atlas, and
the Sensitive Plant—they were the upholders of
the old order, George the Third and Lord Castle-
reagh and the Duke of Wellington and Southey,
and they were the canters and tramplers of the
great world, and they were his enemies and him-
self.

Such was Byron’s personality, by which *he is
different from all the rest of English poets, and in
the main greater’ But he posed all his life, says
M. Scherer. Let us distinguish. There is the
Byron who posed, there is the Byron with his
affectations and silliness, the Byron whose weak-
ness Lady Blessington, with & woman’s acuteness,
so admirably seized : ¢ His great defect is flippancy
and a total want of self-possession’ But when

this theatrical and easily criticised personage be-
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such verse as

‘He heard it, but he heeded not ; his eyes

Were with his heart, and that was far away.’
Of verse of this high quality, Byron has much ;
of verse of a quality lower than this, of a quality
rather rhetorical than truly poetic, yet still of
extraordinary power and merit, he has still more.
To separate, from the mass of poetry which Byrom
poured forth, all this higher portion, so superior
to the mass, and still so considerable in quantity,
. and to present it in one body by itself, is to do a
service, I believe, to Byron's reputation, and to
the poetic glory of our country.

Such a service I have in the present volume
attempted to perform. To Byrom, after all the
tributes which have been paid to him, here is yet

one tribute more—
¢ Among thy mightier offerings here are mina!”
not a tribute of boundless homage certainly, but

sincere ; a tribute which consists not in covering
the poet with eloquent eulogy of our own, but in
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did and imperishable excellence of sincerity and
strength !

His own aristocratic class, whose cynical make-
believe drove him to fury; the great middle-class,
on whose impregnable Philistinism he shattered
himself to pieces,—how little have either of these
felt Byron's vital influence! As the inevitable
break-up of the old order comes, as the English
middle-class slowly awakens from its intellectual
aleep of two centuries, as our actual present world,
to which this sleep has condemned us, shows itself
mure clearly,—our world of an aristocracy materi-
alisd and null a middle-class purblind and
hideous, a lower class crude and brutal,—we shall
turn our eves again. and to more purpose, upon
this passionate and dauntless soldier of a forlorn
hope, whey ignorant of the futore and unconsoled
by its promises nevertheless waged against the
conservation of the old impossible world so fiery
battle : wagad it tiil he fell,—waged it with such
splendid and imperishable excellence of sincerity
and strength
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and ineffectual angel, beating in the void his
laminous wings in vain. Wordsworth and Byron
stand out by themselves. When the year 1900 is
turned, and our nation comes to recount her poetic
glories in the century which has then just ended,
the first names with her will be these
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but upon Mrs. Shelley’s reply to it. Mrs. Shelley
answered : ‘ Teach him to think for himself? Oh,
my God, teach him rather to think like other
people!’

To the lips of many and many a reader of Pro-
fessor Dowden’s volumes a cry of this sort will
surely rise, called forth by Shelley’s life as there
delineated. I have read those volumes with the
deepest interest, but I regret their publica.t.fon, and
am surprised, I confess, that Shelley’s family
should have desired or assisted it. For my own
part, at any rate, I would gladly have been left
with the impression, the ineffaceable impression,
made upon me by Mrs. Shelley’s first edition of
her husband’s collected poems. Medwin and
Hogg and Trelawny had done little to change the
impression made by those four delightful volumes
of the original edition of 1839. The text of the
poems has in some places been mended since ; but
Shelley is not a classic, whose various readings are
to be noted with earnest attention. The charm of

the poems flowed in upon us from that edition
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us the Life of Percy Bysshe Shelleyin two very thick
volumes. If the work was to be done, Professor
Dowden has indeed done it thoroughly. One or
two things in his biography of Shelley I could wish
different, even waiving the question whether it was
desirable to relate in full the occurrences of Shel-
ley’s private life. Professor Dowden holds a brief
for Shelley ; he pleads for Shelley as an advocate
pleads for his client, and this strain of pleading,
united with an attitude of adoration which in Mrs.
Shelley had its charm, but which Professor Dow-
den was not bound to adopt from her, is unservice-
able to Shelley, nay, injurious to him, because it
inevitably begets, in many readers of the story
which Professor Dowden has to tell, impatience
and revolt. Further, let me remark that the
biography before us is of prodigious length,
although its hero died before he was thirty years
old, and that it might have been considerably
gshortened if it had been more plainly and simply
written. I see that one of Professor Dowden’s
critics, while praising his style for ‘a certain poetic






b ] EEaTE X TSN ™
T Wacirvk v I LImherr without
mopsw En frD ff srcenes v de Smace and
sl 1 13 Ll 36 I Yemr Toadie o get
o, Ir Tamr - DAl W Dk T mnd sormeree
o Bt Naoon Snmit - Tun wir showld
Poniaser rwday Srgeres e vessivy at falows ?
-Th: mmc >oneymr f prsheer aaes neld iy no
e, TV e gn B ser wes e Swecimazed
Fwr i TresEmne of WraEns wni She e, by the
oy i o aicwl wes aaee amdd the
oML e smnke f ATIE Baali: v the ghoom of
hr Canimmse Tl s sty of sunlicht
wrmm Ty S Ss oRescrr i soiallevs;
BT WRE I¥ IRCOTADNT Spleld Yv merial house
roTae En The wices i il mycesem, far-off
Wmrs w20 o it v s 1T Dofessor Dow-
D TEIE S R 33 zenee vaf have brought
IipwnT ® axvhew Tt axrrsinms of this kindand
3r 0 I ST I 8 Ukl WaT, dowers of simplicity
2 WICT 320 A0S oop? S B 3 e workd, would
e dewn raided and a3 the s dmme his book

WU Jave deer e shorwe 1¥ seores of pages.






212 ESSAYS IN CRITICISM m

account of the occurrences of Shelley’s private
life, compels one to review one’s former impres-
gsion of him. Undoubtedly the brilliant and
attaching rebel who in thinking for himself had
of old our sympathy so passionately with him,
when we come to read his full biography makes
us often and often inclined to cry out: ‘My God!
he had far better have thought like other people.’
There is a passage in Hogg’s capitally written and
most interesting account of Shelley which I wrote
down when I first read it and have borne in mind
ever since ; so beautifully it seemed to render the
true Shelley. Hogg has been speaking of the in-
tellectual expression of Shelley’s features, and he
goes on: ‘Nor was the moral expression less
beautiful than the intellectual; for there was a
goftness, a delicacy, a gentleness, and especially
(though this will surprise many) that air of pro-
found religious veneration that characterises the
best works and chiefly the frescoes (and into these
they infused their whole souls) of the great masters
of Florence and of Rome.’ What we have of
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Almost everybody knows the main outline of
the events of Shelley’s life. It will be necessary
for me, however, up to the date of his second
marriage, to go through them here. Percy Bysshe
Shelley was born at Field Place, near Horsham, in
Sussex, on the 4th of August 1792. He was of
an old family of country gentlemen, and the heir
to a baronetcy. He had one brother and five
sisters, but the brother so much younger than
himself as to be no companion for him in his boy-
hood at home, and after he was separated from
home and England he never saw him. Shelley
was brought up at Field Place with his sisters,
At ten years old he was sent to a private school at
Isleworth, where he read Mrs. Radcliffe’s romances
and was fascinated by a popular scientific lecturer.
After two years of private school he went in 1804
to Eton. Here he took no part in cricket or foot-
ball, refused to fag, was known as ‘mad Shelley’
and much tormented ; when tormented beyond
endurance he could be dangerous. Certainly he
was not happy at Eton; but he had friendss he
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found a publisher for his verse; he also found a
friend in a very clever and free-minded commoner
of his college, Thomas Jefferson Hogg, who has
admirably described the Shelley of those Oxford
days, with his chemistry, his eccentric habits, his
charm of look and character, his conversation, his
shrill discordant voice. Shelley read incessantly.
Hume’s Essays produced a powerful impression on
him; his free speculation led him to what his
father, and worse still his cousin Harriet, thought
‘ detestable principles’; his cousin and his family
became estranged from him. He, on his part,
became more and more incensed against the
‘bigotry’ and ‘intolerance’ which produced such
estrangement. ‘Here I swear, and as I break my
oaths, may Infinity, Eternity, blast me—here I
swear that never will I forgive intolerance’ At
the beginning of 1811 he prepared and published
what he called a ‘leaflet for letters,” having for its
title The Necessity of Atheism. He sent copies to
all the bishops, to the Vice-Chancellor of Oxford,
and to the heads of houses. On Lady Day he was
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Shelley’s father had agreed to allow him two
hundred pounds a year. Meanwhile in visiting his
gisters at their school in Clapham, Shelley made
the acquaintance of & schoolfellow of theirs, Harriet
Westbrook. She was a beautiful and lively girl,
with a father who had kept a tavern in Mount
Street, but had now retired from business, and one
gister much older than herself, who encouraged in
every possible way the acquaintance of her sister
of sixteen with the heir to a baronetcy and a great
estate. Soon Shelley heard that Harriet met with
“cold looks at her school for associating with an
atheist; his generosity and his ready indignation
against ‘intolerance’ were roused. In the summer
Harriet wrote to him that she was persecuted not
at school only but at home also, that she was lonely
and miserable, and would gladly put an end to her
life. Shelley went to see her; she owned her love
for him, and he engaged himself to her. He told
his cousin Charles Grove that his happiness had
been blighted when the other Harriet, Charles’s
sister, cast him off ; that now the only thing worth
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find that in his absence his friend Hogg had been
making love to Harriet, who had indignantly re-
pulsed him. Shelley was shocked, but after a
‘terrible day’ of explanation from Hogg, he *fully,
freely pardoned him,” promised to retain him still
as ‘his friend, his bosom friend,’ and ‘hoped soon to
convince him how lovely virtue was.” But for the
- present it seemed better to separate. In Novem-
ber he and Harriet, with her sister Eliza, took a
cottage at Keswick. Shelley was now in great
straits for money; the great Sussex neighbour of
the Shelley’s, the Duke of Norfolk, interposed in
his favour, and his father and grandfather seem to
have offered him at this time an income of £2000
a year, if he would consent to entail the family
estate. Shelley indignantly refused to ¢ forswear
his principles, by accepting ‘a proposal so in-
sultingly hateful” But in December his father
agreed, though with an ill grace, to grant him
his allowance of £200 a year again, and Mr,
Westbrook promised to allow a like sum to his
daughter. So after four months of marriage the
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containing a Declaration of Rights by him, in the
hope that the winds and waves might carry his
doctrines where they would do good. But his
Irish servant, bearing the prophetic name of Healy,
posted the Declaration on the walls of Barnstaple
and was taken up ; Shelley found himself watched
and no longer able to enjoy Lynmouth in peace.
He moved in September 1812 to Tremadoc, in
North Wales, where he threw himself ardently
into an enterprise for recovering a great stretch of
drowned land from the sea. But at the beginning
of October he and Harriet visited London, and
Shelley grasped Godwin by the hand at last. At
once an intimacy arose, but the future Mary
Shelley — Godwin’s daughter by his first wife,
Mary Wollstonecraft—was absent on a visit in
Scotland when the Shelleys arrived in London.
They became acquainted, however, with the second
Mrs. Godwin, on whom we have Charles Lamb’s
friendly comment: ¢ A very disgusting woman, and
wears green spectacles!’ with the amiable Fanny,
Mary Wollstonecraft'’s daughter by Imlay, before
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Mrs. Boinville and her married daughter, whom
Shelley found to be fascinating women, with a
culture which to his wife was altogether wanting,
Cornelia Turner, Mrs. Boinville’s daughter, was
melancholy, required consolation, and found it
Hogg tells us, in Petrarch’s poetry; ¢Bysshe
entered at once fully into her views and caught
the soft infection, breathing the tenderest and
sweetest melancholy as every true poet ought’
Peacock, a man of keen and cultivated mind,
joined the circle at Bracknell. He and Harriet,
not yet eighteen, used sometimes to laugh at the
gushing sentiment and enthusiasm of the Brack-
nell circle; Harriet had also given offence to
Shelley by getting a wet-nurse for her child; in
Professor Dowden’s words,  the beauty of Harriet’s
motherly relation to her babe was marred in
Shelley’s eyes by the introduction into his home
of a hireling nurse to whom was delegated the
mother’s tenderest office’ But in September
Shelley wrote a sonnet to his child which expresses
his deep love for the mother also, to whom in
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me what is evident is rather that Shelley had, to
use Professor Dowden’s words again—for in these
things of high sentiment I gladly let him speak for
me—* & too vivid sense that here (in the society
of the Boinville family) were peace and joy and
gentleness and love’ In April come some more
verses to the Boinvilles, which contain the first good
stanza that Shelley wrote. In May comes a poem
to Harriet, of which Professor Dowden’s prose
analysis is as poetic as the poem itself. ¢If she
has something to endure (from the Boinville attach-
ment), it is not much, and all her husband’s
weal hangs upon her loving endurance, for see how
pale and wildered anguish has made him!” Harriet,
unconvinced, seems to have gone off to Bath in
resentment, from whence, however, she kept up
a constant correspondence with Shelley, who was
now of age, and busy in London raising money on
post-obit bonds for his own wants and those of the
friend and former of his mind, Godwin.

And now, indeed, it was to become true that if
from the inflammable Shelley’s devotion to the
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placed her hand in his” In July Shelley gave
her a copy of Queen Mab, printed but not published,
and under the tender dedication to Harriet he
wrote : ‘Count Slobendorf was about to marry a
woman who, attracted solely by his fortune, proved
her selfishness by deserting him in prison.” Mary
added an inscription on her part: ‘I love the
author beyond all powers of expression ... by
that love we have promised to each other, although
I may not be yours I can never be another’s,—and
a good deal more to the same effect.

Amid these excitements Shelley was for some
days without writing to Harriet, who applied to
Hookham the publisher to know what had hap-
pened. She was expecting her confinement; ‘I
é.lways fancy something dreadful has happened,’
she wrote, ‘if I do not hear from him . . . I cannot
endure this dreadful state of suspense’ Shelley
then wrote to her, begging her to come to London ;
and when she arrived there, he told her the state
of his feelings, and proposed separation. The
shock made Harriet ill ; and Shelley, says Peacock,
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I do not forget you ; I write to urge you to come to
. Switzerland, where you will at last find one firm and
constant friend to whom your interests will be always
dear—by whom your feelings will never wilfully be
injured. From none can you expect this but me—
all else are either unfeeling or selfish, or have be-
loved friends of their own.’

Then follows a description of his journey with
Mary from Paris, ‘through a fertile country,
neither interesting from the character of its in-
habitants nor the beauty of the scenery, with a
mule to carry our baggage, as Mary, who has not
been sufficiently well to walk, fears the fatigue of
walking” Like St. Paul to Timothy, he ends
with commissions :—

‘I wish you to bring with you the two deeds
which Tahourdin has to prepare for you, as also a
copy of the settlement. Do not part with any of
your money. But what shall be done about the
books? You can consult on the spot. With love
to my sweet little Ianthe, ever most affectionately
yours, S

‘I write in great haste ; we depart directly.’

Professor Dowden’s flow of sentiment is here
so agitating, that I relieve myself by resorting to
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left husband and wife each embittered against the
other Friends were severe; ‘ when Mrs. Boinville
wrote, her letter seemed cold and even sarcastic,’
says Professor Dowden. °Solitude,’ he continues,
‘unharassed by debts and duns, with Mary’s com-
panionship, the society of a few friends, and the
delights of study and authorship, would have made
these winter months to Shelley months of unusual
happiness and calm.’ But, alas! creditors were
pestering, and even Harriet gave trouble. " In
January 1815 Mary had to write in her journal
this entry: ¢ Harriet sends her creditors here; nasty
woman. Now we must change our lodgings.

One day about this time Shelley asked Pea-
cock, ‘Do you think Wordsworth could have
written such poetry if he ever had dealings with
money-lenders 2’ Not only had Shelley dealings
with money-lenders, he now had dealings with
bailiffs also. But still he continued to read largely.
In January 1815 his grandfather, Sir Bysshe
Shelley, died. Shelley went down into Sussex;
his father would not suffer him to enter the house.
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life’ on which Mrs. Shelley forbore to touch, and
which are now made known to us in Professor
Dowden’s book, we have still to deal.

Mary’s first son, William, was born in January
1816, and in February we find Shelley declaring
himself ‘strongly urged, by the perpetual experi-
ence of neglect or enmity from almost every one
but those who are supported by my resources, to
desert my native country, hiding myself and Mary
from the contempt which we so unjustly endure.’
Early in May he left England with Mary and
Miss Clairmont ; they met Lord Byron at Geneva
and passed the summer by the Lake of Geneva
in his company. Miss Clairmont had already in
London, without the knowledge of the Shelleys,
made Byron’s acquaintance and become his mis-
tress. Shelley determined, in the course of the
summer, to go back to England, and, after all, ‘to
make that most excellent of nations my perpetual
resting-place’ In September he and his ladies
returned ; Miss Clairmont was then expecting her
confinement. Of her being Byron’s mistress the
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“man, feeling himself safe while ‘the exalted mind
of the Duke of Norfolk [the drinking Duke] pro-
tects me with the world,’ and Lord Byron with his
deep grain of coarseness and commonness, his
affectation, his brutal selfishness — what a set!
The history carries us to Oxford, and I think of
the clerical and respectable Oxford of those old
times, the Oxford of Copleston and the Kebles
and Hawkins, and a hundred more, with the relief
Keble declares himself to experience from Izaak
" Walton,

‘ When, wearied with the tale thy times disclose,
The eye first finds thee out in thy secure repose.’

I am not only thinking of morals and the house of
Godwin, I am thinking also of tone, bearing,
dignity. I appeal to Cardinal Newman, if per-
chance he does me the honour to read these words,
is it possible to imagine Copleston or Hawkins
declaring himself safe ‘while the exalted mind
of the Duke of Norfolk protects me with the
world ’ ?
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Phornton Hunt, not well disposed to Harriet,
Hogg, Peacock, Trelawny, Hookham, and a mem-
ber of Godwin’s own family, are all clear in their
evidence that up to her parting from Shelley
Harriet was perfectly innocent. But that precious
witness, Godwin, wrote in 1817 that ‘she had
proved herself unfaithful to her husband before
their separation. . . . Peace be to her shade!’
Why, Godwin was the father of Harriet's suc-
cessor. But Mary believed the same thing. She
was Harriet's successor. But Shelley believed it
too. He had it from Godwin. But he was con-
vinced of it earlier. The evidence for this is,
that, in writing to Southey in 1820, Shelley
declares that ‘the single passage of a life, other-
wise not only spotless but spent in an impassioned
pursuit of virtue, which looks like a blot,’ bears
that appearance ‘merely because I regulated my
domestic arrangements without deferring to the
notions of the vulgar, although I might have done
8o quite as conveniently had I descended to their

base thoughts” From this Professor Dowden con-
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shall that intercourse cease, which has been the
day-dawn of my existence, the sun which has
shed warmth on the cold drear length of the
anticipated prospect of life’ A little later, and
she has become ‘the Brown Demon, a woman of
desperate views and dreadful passions, but of cool
and undeviating revenge.’ Even Professor Dow-
den admits that this is absurd ; that the real Miss
Hitchener was not seen by Shelley, either when
he adored or when he detested.

Shelley’s power of persuading himself was equal
to any occasion ; but would not his conscientious-
ness and high feeling have prevented his exerting
this power at poor Harriet’s expense ? To abandon
her as he did, must he not have known her
to be false? Professor Dowden insists always
on Shelley’s ‘ conscientiousness’ Shelley himself
speaks of his ‘impassioned pursuit of virtue.
Leigh Hunt compared his life to that of ¢ Plato
himself, or, still more, a Pythagorean,’ and added
that he ‘never met a being who came nearer,

perhaps so near, to the height of humanity,’ to
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with Miss (lairmont, he evidently makes Mary
uneasy ; nay, he makes Professor Dowden himself

measy. And I conclude that an entirely human
inflammability, joined to an inhuman want of
\I'mmour and a superhuman power of self-deception,
are the causes which chiefly explain Shelley’s
abandonment of Harriet in the first place, and
then his behaviour to her and his defence of him-
self afterwards.

His misconduct to Harriet, his want of humour,
his self-deception, are fully brought before us for
the first time by Professor Dowden’s book. Good
morals and good criticism alike forbid that when
all this is laid bare to us we should deny, or hide,
or extenuate it. Nevertheless I go back after all
to what I said at the beginning; still our ideal
Shelley, the angelic Shelley, subsists. Unhappily
the data for this Shelley we had and knew long
ago, while the data for the unattractive Shelley are
fresh ; and what is fresh is likely to fix our atten-
tion more than what is familiar. But Professor

Dowden’s volumes, which give so much, which give






246 ESSAYS IN CRITICISM vI

gentleman, entirely without arrogance or aggres-
sive egotism,” completely devoid of the proverbial
and ferocious vanity of authors and poets, always
disposed to make little of his own work and to
prefer that of others, of reverent enthusiasm for
the great and wise, of high and tender seriousness,
of heroic generosity, and of a delicacy in rendering
services which was equal to his generosity—the
Shelley who was all this is the Shelley with
whom I wish to end He may talk nonsense
about tyrants and priests, but what a high and
noble ring in such a sentence as the following,
written by a young man who is refusing £2000
a year rather than consent to entail a great
property !

¢That I should entail £120,000 of command over
labour, of power to remit this, to employ it for bene-
volent purposes, on one whom I know not—who
might, instead of being the benefactor of mankind,
be its bane, or use this for the worst purposes, which
the real delegates of my chance-given property
might convert into a most useful instrument of

benevolence! No! this you will not suspect me
of.’
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‘Perhaps it is well that you should be informed
that I consider your last letter to be written in a
style of haughtiness and encroachment which neither
awes nor imposes on me ; but I have no desire to
transgress the limits which you place to our inter-
course, nor in any future instance will I make any
remarks but such as arise from the strict question in
discussion.’

And again :—

‘My astonishment, and, I will confess, when I
have been treated with most harshness and cruelty
by you, my indignation, has been extreme, that,
knowing as you do my nature, any considerations
should have prevailed on you to have been thus harsh
and cruel. I lamented also over my ruined hopes of
all that your genius once taught me to expect from
your virtue, when I found that for yourself, your
family, and your creditors, you would submit to that
communication with me which you once rejected and
abhorred, and which no pity for my poverty or suffer-
ings, assumed willingly for you, could avail to ex-
tort.’

Moreover, though Shelley has no humour, he
can show as quick and sharp a tact as the most
practised man of the world. He has been with
Byron and the Countess Guiccioli, and he writes
of the latter :—
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gives us some further attempts at portraiture
One by a Miss Rose, of Shelley at Marlow :—

‘He was the most interesting figure I ever saw ;
his eyes like a deer’s, bright but rather wild ; his
white throat unfettered; his slender but to me al-
most faultless shape ; his brown long coat with curl-
ing lambs’ wool collar and cuffs—in fact, his whole
appearance—are as fresh in my recollection as an
occurrence of yesterday.’

Feminine enthusiasm may be deemed suspi-
cious, but a Captain Kennedy must surely be able
to keep his head. Captain Kennedy was quartered
at Horsham in 1813, and saw Shelley when he
was on a stolen visit, in his father’s absence, at
Field Place :—

‘He received me with frankness and kindliness,
as if he had known me from childhood, and at once
won my heart. I fancy I see him now as he sate by
the window, and hear his voice, the tones of which
impressed me with his sincerity and simplicity. His
resemblance to his sister Elizabeth was as striking
ag if they had been twins. His eyes were most ex-
pressive ; his complexion beautifully fair, his features
exquisitely fine ; his hair was dark, and no peculiar
attention to its arrangement was manifest. In per-
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nothing, effecting nothing. And in poetry, no
less than in life, he is ‘a beautiful and tneffectual
angel, beating in the void his luminous wings in

vain,
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a spirit of observation, maturity, force, a touch of
hardness.” L'idéal a cessé, le lyrique a tars.

The spirit of observation and t;he touch of hard-
nes8 (let us retain these mild and inoffensive
terms) have since been carried in the French novel
very far. So far have they been carried, indeed,
that in spite of the advantage which the French
language, familiar to the cultivated classes every-
where, confers on the French novel, this novel
has lost much of its attraction for those classes;
it no longer commands their attention as it did
formerly. The famous English novelists have
passed away, and have left no successors of like
fame. It is not the English novel, therefore, which
has inherited the vogue lost by the French novel.
It is the novel of a country new to literature, or
at any rate unregarded, till lately, by the general
public of readers: it is the novel of Russia. The
Russian novel has now the vogue, and deserves to
have it. If fresh literary productions maintain .
this vogue and enhance it, we shall all be learning

Russian.
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at some peril in the process. Put in one drop
more of nervous fluid, and make the American.”
With that drop, a new range of promise opened on
the human race, and a lighter, finer, more highly
organised type of mankind was born’ People
who by this sort of thing give rest to their sensi-
tive and busy self-consciousness may very well, per-
haps, be on their way to great material prosperity,
to great political power; but they are scarcely on
the right way to a great literature, a serious art.
The Russian does not assuage his sensitiveness
in this fashion. The Russian man of letters does
not make Nature say: ‘The Russian is my best -
race. He finds relief to his sensitiveness in
letting his perceptions have perfectly free play,
and in recording their reports with perfect fidelity.
The sincereness with which the reports are given
has even something childlike and touching. In
the novel of which I am going to speak there is not
a line, not a trait, brought in for the glorification
of Russia, or to feed vanity ; things and characters
go as nature takes them, and the author is absorbed
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mstters are not allowed, I believe, to obtain pub-
lication in Russia, but instalments of them in
French and English reach us from time w time.
I find them very interesting, but I find his novel
of Anna Karénine more mteresting still. I be-
lieve that many readers prefer to inna Karénine
Count Tolstai’s other great novel, La Guerrs 2 ia
Paiz. But in the novel one prefers, I think. to
bave the novelist dealing with the life which he
knows from having lived it, rather than with the
life which he knows from books or hearsay. If
one has to choose a representative work of Thack-
eray, it is Vanity Fair which one would ke
rather than The Virpinians. In like manner I
take dnna Karénine as the novel best represent-
ing Count Tolstoi. I use the French translation :
in general, as I long ago said, work of this kind is
better done in France than in England, and 4nna
Karénins is perhaps also a novel which goes better
into French than into English, just as Frederika
Bremer's Home goes into English better than into
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for instance, does the episode of Xitty’s friend
Warinka and Levine’s brother Serge Ivanitch,
their inclination for one another and its failure to
come to anything, contribute to the development
of either the character or the fortunes of Kitty
and Levine? What does the incident of Levine’s
long delay in getting to church to be married, a
delay which as we read of it seems to have signi-
ficance, really import? It turns out to import
absolutely nothing, and to be introduced solely to
give the author the pleasure of telling us that
all Levine's shirts had been packed up.

But the truth is we are not to take Anna
Karénine as a work of art; we are to take it as
a piece of life. A piece of life it is. The author
has not invented and combined it, he has seen it ;
it has all happened before his inward eye, and it
was in this wise that it happened. Levine’s shirts
were packed up, and he was late for his wedding
in consequence ; Warinka and Serge Ivanitch met
at Levine’s country-house and went out walking

together ; Serge was very near proposing, but did
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are living, in Count Tolstoi’s novel, among the
great people of Moscow and St. Petersburg, the
nobles and the high functionaries, the governing
class of Russia. Stépane Arcadiévitch—*Stiva’
—is Prince Oblonsky, and descended from Rurik,
although to think of him as anything except
‘Stiva’ is difficult. His atr souriant, his good
looks, his satisfaction; his ‘ray,’ which made the
Tartar waiter at the club joyful in contemplating
it; his pleasure in oysters and champagne, his
pleasure in making people happy and in render-
ing services ; his need of money, his attachment to
the French governess, his distress at his wife’s
distress, his affection for her and the children ;
his emotion and suffused eyes, while he quite dis-
misses the care of providing funds for household °
expenses and education ; and the French attach-
ment, contritely given up to-day only to be suc-
ceeded by some other attachment to-morrow—no
never, certainly, shall we come to forget Stiva.
Anna, the heroine, is Stiva’s sister. His wife
Dolly (these English diminutives are common
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while Dolly, when the book begins, has already
acquired hers  Kitty is adored by Levine, in
whom we are told that many traits are to be found
of the character and history of Count Tolstoi him-
self. Levine belongs to the world of great people
by his birth and property, but he is not at all a
man of the world. He has been a reader and
thinker, he has a conscience, he has public spirit
and would ameliorate the condition of the people, he
lives on his estate in the country, and occupies him-
self zealously with local business, schools, and agri-
culture. But he is shy, apt to suspect and to take
offence, somewhat impracticable, out of his element
in the gay world of Moscow. Kitty likes him,
but her fancy has been taken by a brilliant guards-
man, Count Wronsky, who has paid her attentions.
Wronsky is described to us by Stiva; he is ‘one of
the finest specimens of the jeunesse dorée of St.
Petersburg ; immensely rich, handsome, aide-de-
camp to the emperor, great interest at his back,
and a good fellow notwithstanding ; more than a
good fellow, intelligent besides and well read—a
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On her return they meet, their hearts come to-
gether, they are married ; and in spite of Levine’s
waywardness, irritability, and unsettlement of
mind, of which I shall have more to say presently,
they are profoundly happy. Well, and who could
help being happy with Kitty ? So I find myself
adding impatiently. Count Tolstoi’s heroines are
really so living and charming that one takes them,
fiction though they are, too seriously.

But the interest of the book centres in Anna
Karénine. She is Stiva’s sister, married to a high
official at St. Petersburg, Alexis Karénine. She
has been married to him nine years, and has one
child, a boy named Serge. The marriage had not
brought happiness to her, she had found in it no
satisfaction to her heart and soul, she had a sense
of want and isolation ; but she is devoted to her
boy, occupied, calm. The charm of her personality
is felt even before she appears, from the moment
when we hear of her being sent for as the good
angel to reconcile Dolly with Stiva. Then she
arrives at the Moscow station from St. Peters-

~
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meets him again ; she is fascinated by him and he
by her. She had been told of Kitty’s fancy, and
had gone to the ball meaning to help Kitty ; but
Kitty is forgotten, or at any rate neglected ; the
spell which draws Wronsky and Anna is irresist-
ible. Kitty finds herself opposite to them in a
quadrille together : —

‘She seemed to remark in Anna the symptoms
of an over-excitement which she herself knew from
experience—that of success. Anna appeared to her
a8 if intoxicated with it. Kitty knew to what to
attribute that brilliant and animated look, that
happy and triumphant smile, those half-parted lips,
those movements full of grace and harmony.’

Anna returns to St. Petersburg, and Wronsky
returns there at the same time; they meet on the
journey, they keep meeting in society, and Anna
begins to find her husband, who before had not
been sympathetic, intolerable. Alexis Karénine
is much older than herself, a bureaucrat, a formalist,
a poor creature; he has conscience, there is a root of
goodness in him, but on the surface and until deeply

stirred he is tiresome, pedantic, vain, exasperating,
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ing it, apparently, a8 something which it was hope-
less to fight against. And this I say irrespectively
of the worth of her lover. Wronsky’s gifts and
graces hardly qualify him, one migBt think, to be
the object of so instantaneous and mighty a passion
on the part of a woman like Anna. But that is
not the question. Let us allow that these passions
are incalculable ; let us allow that one of the male
sex scarcely does justice, perhaps, to the powerful
and handsome guardsman and his attractions,
But if Wronsky had been even such a lover as
Alcibiades or the Master of Ravenswood, still that
Anna, being what she is and her circumstances
being what they are, should show not a hope,
hardly a thought, of conquering her passion, of
escaping from its fatal power, is to our notions
strange and a little bewildering.

I state the objection ; let me add that it is the
triumph of Anna’s charm that it remains paramount
for us nevertheless ; that throughout her course,
with its failures, errors, and miseries, still the im-

pression of her large, fresh, rich, generous, delight-
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side, and standing there by Karénine, buries his
face in his hands. Anna says to him, in the

hurried voice of fever :—

¢« Uncover your face; look at that man; he is
a saint. Yes, uncover your face; uncover it,” she
repeated with an angry air. “Alexis, uncover his
face; I want to see him.”

¢ Alexis took the hands of Wronsky and un-
covered his face, disfigured by suffering and humilia-
tion.

% Give him your hand ; pardon him.”

¢Alexis stretched out his hand without even
seeking to restrain his tears.

¢“Thank God, thank God!” she said; *all
is ready now. How ugly those flowers are,” she
went on, pointing to the wall-paper ; “they are not
a bit like violets. My God, my God! when will all
this end? Give me morphine, doctor—I want mor-
phine. Oh, my God, my God!”’

She seems dying, and Wronsky rushes out and
shoots himself. And so, in a common novel, the
story would end. Anna would die, Wronsky
would commit suicide, Karénine would survive,
in possession of our admiration and sympathy,

But the story does not always end so in life:
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is in general exemplary. But then Anna, let us
remember, is to the last, through all the fret and
misery, still Anna; always with something which
charms ; nay, with something, even, something in
her nature, which consoles and does good. Her
life, however, was becoming impossible under its
existing conditions. A trifling misunderstanding
brought the inevitable end. After a quarrel with
Anna, Wronsky had gone one morning into the
country to see his mother; Anna summons him
by telegraph to return at once, and receives an
answer from him that he cannot return before ten
at night. She follows him to his mother’s place
in the country, and at the station hears what leads
her to believe that he is not coming back. Mad-
dened with jealousy and misery, she descends the
platform and throws herself under the wheels of
a goods train passing through the station. It is
over—the graceful head is untouched, but all the
rest is a crushed, formless heap. Poor Anna!

‘We have been in a world which misconducts
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long ago remarked with deep truth that it petrifies
Jeeling. Let us revert for a moment to the power-
ful novel of which I spoke at the outset, Madame
Bovary. TUndoubtedly the taint in question is
present in Madame Bovary, although to a much
less degree than in more recent French novels,
which will be in every one’s mind. But Madame
Bovary, with this taint, is a work of petrified
feeling ; over it hangs an atmosphere of bitterness,
irony, impotence; not a personage in the book to
rejoice or console us; the springs of freshness and
feeling are not there to create such personages,
Emma Bovary follows a course in some respects
like that of Anna, but where, in Emma Bovary,
is Anna's charm? The treasures of compassion,
tenderness, insight, which alone, amid such guilt
and misery, can enable charm to subsist and to
emerge, are wanting to Flaubert. He is cruel,
with the cruelty of petrified feeling, to his poor
heroine ; he pursues her without pity or pause, as
with malignity; he is harder upon her himself than
any reader even, I think, will be inclined to be.
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getting no answer, haunted him, tortured him,
made him think of suicide.

Two things, meanwhile, he noticed. One was,
that he and his university friends had been mis-
taken in supposing that Christian belief no longer
existed ; they had lost it, but they were not all
the world. Levine observed that the persons to
whom he was most attached, his own wife Kitty
amongst the number, retained it and drew comfort
from it; that the women generally, and almost
the whole of the Russian common people, retained
it and drew comfort from it. The other was, that
his scientific friends, though not troubled like him-
self by questionings about the meaning of human
life, were untroubled by such questionings, not
because they had got an .answer to them, but
because, entertaining themselves intellectually
with the consideration of the cell theory, and
evolution, and the indestructibility of matter,
and the comservation of force, and the like,
they were satisfied with this entertainment, and
did not perplex themselves with investigat-
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men are not the same, that's certain. You your.
gelf, for instance, Constantine Dmitrich, you
wouldn’t do wrong by a poor man’ Levine
gave no answer, but turned away: with the phrase,
living by the rule of God, of the truth, sounding in
his ears.

Then he reflected that he had been born of
parents professing this rule, as their parents again
had professed it before them ; that he had sucked
it in with his mother’s milk ; that some sense of
it, some strength and nourishment from it, had
been ever with him although he knew it mot;
that if he had tried to do the duties of his station
it was by help of the secret support ministered by
this rule; that if in his moments of despairing
restlessness and agony, when he was driven to
think of suicide, he had yet not committed suicide,
it was because this rule had silently enabled him
to do his duty in some degree, and had given
him some hold upon life and happiness in con-
sequence.

The words came to him as a clue of which he
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and feeling sorry for it directly afterwards. I shall
continue to pray without being able to explain to
myself why I pray; but my inner life has won its
liberty ; it will no longer be at the mercy of events,
and every minute of my existence will have a
meaning sure and profound which it will be in my
power to impress on every single one of my actions,
that of being good.’

With. these words the novel of Anna Karénine
ends. But in Levine's religious experiences Count
Tolstoi was relating his own, and the history is
continued in three autobiographical works trans-
lated from him, which have within the last two
or three years been published in Paris: Ma Con-
fesston, Ma Religion, and Que Faire. dur author
announces further, ‘two great works,” on which he
has spent six years: one a criticism of dogmatic
theology, the other a new translation of the four
Gospels, with a concordance of his own arranging,
The results which he claims to have established in
these two works, are, however, indicated suffi-
ciently in the three published volumes which I

have named above.
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formerly used to appear good in my eyes appeared
evil, that which used to appear evil appeared good.’
The novel of Anna Karénine belongs to that
past which Count Tolstoi has left behind him;
his new studies and the works founded on them
are what is important; light and salvation are
there. Yet I will venture to express my- doubt
whether these works contain, as their contribution
to the cause of religion and to the establishment of
the true mind and message of Jesus, much that
had not already been given or indicated by Count
Tolstoi in relating, in Anna Karénine, Levine’s
mental history. Points raised in that history are
developed and enforced ; there is an abundant and
admirable exhibition of knowledge of human
nature, penetrating insight, fearless sincerity, wit,
sarcasm, eloquence, sﬁyle. And we have too the
direct autobiography of a man not only interesting
to us from his soul and talent, but highly interest-
ing also from his nationality, position, and course
of proceeding. But to light and salvation in the

Christian religion we are not, 1 think, brought
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very much nearer than in Levine’s history. 1
ought to add that what was already present in that
history seems to me of high importance and value,
Let us see what it amounts to.

I must be general and I must be brief; neither
my limits nor my purpose permit the introduction
of what is abstract. But in Count Tolstoi’s reli-

‘gious philosophy there is very little which is
abstract, arid. The idea of Jife is his master idea
in studying and establishing religion. He speaks
impatiently of St. Paul as a source, in common
with the Fathers and the Reformers, of that eccle-
siastical theology which misses the essential and
fails to present Christ’'s Gospel aright. Yet Paul’s
‘law of the spirit of life in Christ Jesus freeing me
from the law of sin and death’ is the pith and
ground of all Count Tolstoi’s theology. Moral life
is the gift of God, is God, and this true life, this
union with God to which we aspire, we reach
through Jesus. We reach it through union with
Jesus and by adopting his life. This doctrine is
proved true for us by the life in God, to be acquired
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through Jesus, being what our nature feels after
and moves to, by the warning of misery if we are
severed from it, the sanction of happiness if we
find it. Of the access for us, at any rate, to the
spirit of life, us who are born in Christendom, are
in touch, conscious or unconscious, with Chris-
tianity, this is the true account. Questions over
which the churches spend so much labour and
time—questions about the Trinity, about the
godhead of Christ, about the procession of the
Holy Ghost, are not vital ; what is vital is the
doctrine of access to the spirit of life through
Jesus.

Sound and saving doctrine, in my opinion, this
is. It may be gathered in a great degree from
what Count Tolstoi had already given us in the
novel of Anna Karénine. But of course it is
greatly developed in the special works which have
followed. Many of these developments are, I
will repeat, of striking force, interest, and value,
In Anna Karénine we had been. told of the scep-
ticism of the upper and educated classes in Russia,
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But what reality is added by such an anecdote as

the following from Ma Confcssion —

‘I remember that when I was about eleven years
old we had a visit one Sunday from a boy, since
dead, who announced to my brother and me, as great
news, a discovery just made at his public school. This
discovery was to the effect that God had no existence,
and that everything which we were taught about Him
was pure invention.’

Count Tolstoi touched, in Anna Karénine, on
the failure of science to tell 8 man what his life
means. Many a sharp stroke does he add in his

latter writings :—

‘Development is going on, and there are laws
which guide it. You yourself are a part of the whole.
Having come to understand the whole so far as is
possible, and having comprehended the law of de-
velopment, you will comprehend also your place in
that whole, you will understand yourself.

¢In spite of all the shame the confession costs me,
there was a time, I declare, when I tried to look as
if I was satisfied with this sort of thing!’

But the men of science may take comfort from
hearing that Count Tolstoi treats the men of letters



288 ESSAYS IN CRITICISM vIn

no better than them, although he is a man of letters
himself :— '

‘The judgment which my literary companions
passed on life was to the effect that life in general
is in a state of progress, and that in this develop-
ment we, the men of letters, take the principal part.
‘The vocation of us artists and poets is to instruct the
world; and to prevent my coming out with the
natural question, “ What am I, and what am I to
teach 1” it was explained to me that it was useless to
know that, and that the artist and the poet taught
without perceiving how. I passed for a superb artist,
a great poet, and consequently it was but natural
I should appropriate this theory. I, the artist, the
poet—I wrote, I taught, without myself knowing
what. I was paid for what I did. Thad everything:
splendid fare and lodging, women, society; I had
la gloire. Consequently, what I taught was very
good. This faith in the importance of poetry and of
the development of life was a religion, and I was
one of its priests—a very agreeable and advantageous
office.

“And I lived ever so long in this belief, never
doubting but that it was true!’

The adepts of this literary and scientific religion
are not numerous, to be sure, in comparison with

the mass of the people, and the mass of the people,
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own life, the life of ‘the world,” seems the only life
worth naming, are all the while miserable! Our

author found it so in his own experience :—

‘In my life, an exceptionally happy one from a
worldly point of view, I can number such a quantity
of sufferings endured for the sake of “the world,”
that they would be enough to furnish a martyr for
Jesus. All the most painful passages in my life,
beginning with the orgies and duels of my student
days, the wars I have been in, the illnesses, and the
abnormal and unbearable conditions in which I am
living now—all this is but one martyrdom endured
in the name of the doctrine of the world. Yes, and I
speak of my own life, exceptionally happy from the
world’s point of view.

¢‘Let any sincere man pass his life in review, and
he will perceive that never, not once, has he suffered
through practising the doctrine of Jesus; the chief
part of the miseries of his life have proceeded solely
from his following, contrary to his inclination, the
spell of the doctrine of the world.’

On the other hand, the simple, the multitudes,
outside of this spell, are comparatively con-
tented :—

¢In opposition to what I saw in our circle, where







292 ESSAYS IN CRITICISM vm

how far all his actions hung together and were
consistent :—

‘He advanced money to a peasant to get him out
of the clutches of a money-lender, but did not give
up the arrears due to himself; he punished thefts
of wood strictly, but would have scrupled to im-
pound a peasant’s cattle trespassing on his fields;
he did not pay the wages of a labourer whose
father's death caused him to leave work in the
middle of harvest, but he pensioned and maintained
his old servants; he let his peasants wait while he
went to give his wife a kiss after he came home, but
would not have made them wait while he went to
visit his bees.’

Count Tolstoi has since advanced to a far more
definite and stringent rule of life—the positive
doctrine, he thinks, of Jesus. " It is the determina-
tion and promulgation of this rule which is the
novelty in our author’s recent works. He ex- .
tracts this essential doctrine, or rule of Jesus,
from the Sermon on the Mount, and presents it
in a body of commandments—Christ'’s command-
ments ; the pith, he says, of the New Testament,

as the Decalogue is the pith of the Old. Thege
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people—whatever, far from separating me from the
mass of mankind, draws me nearer to them.
‘Whatever else we have or have not in Count
Tolstoi, we have at least a great soul and a great
writer. In his Biblical exegesis, in the criticism
by which he extracts and constructs his Five
Commandments of Christ which are to be the rule
of our lives, I find much which is questionable
along with much which is ingenious and powerful.
But I have neither space, nor, indeed, inclination,
to criticise his exegesis here, The right moment,
besides, for criticising this will come when the
‘two great works, which are in preparation, shall
have appeared.
~ For the present I limit myself to a single
criticism only—a general one. Christianity can-
not be packed into any set of commandments.
As T have somewhere or other said, ‘ Christianity .
is a source ; no one supply of water and refresh-
ment that comes from it can be called the sum
of Christianity. It is a mistake, and may lead to

much error, to exhibit any series of maxims, even
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those of the Sermon on the Mount, as the ultimate
sum and formula into which Christianity may be
run up.’

And the reason mainly lies in the character of
the Founder of Christianity and in the nature of
his utterances. Not less important than the teach-
ings given by Jesus is the Zemper of their giver,
his temper of sweetness and reasonableness, of
epietkeia. Goethe calls him a Schwdrmer, a
fanatic ; he may much more rightly be called an
opportunist. But he is an opportunist of an
opposite kind from those who in politics, that
‘wild and dreamlike trade" of insincerity, give
themselves this name, They push or slacken,
press their points hard or let them be, as may
best suit the interests of their self-aggrandisement
and of their party. Jesus has in view simply
‘the rule of God, of the truth.’ But this is served
by waiting as well as by hasting forward, and
sometimes served better.

Count Tolstoi sees rightly that whatever the
propertied and satisfied classes may think, the










VI COUNT LEO TOLSTOI 209

So I arrive at the conclusion that Count Tolsto
has perhaps not done well in abandoning the work
of the poet and artist, and that he might with
advantage return to it. But whatever he may do
in the future, the work which he has already done,
and his work in religion &8s well as his work in
imaginative literature, is more than sufficient to
signalise him as one of the most r;aarking, interest-
ing, and sympathy-inspiring men of our time—
an honour, I must add, to Russia, although he
forbids us to heed nationality.



IX

* AMIEL?

IT is somewhat late to speak of Amiel, but I was
late in reading him. Goethe says that in seasons
of cholera one should read no books but such as
are tonic, and certainly in the season of old age
this precaution is as salutary as in seasons of
cholera. From what I heard I could clearly make
out that Amiel’s Journal was not a tonic book:
the extracts from it which here and there I fell in
with did not much please me; and for a good while
I left the book unread.

But what M. Edmond Scherer writes I do not
easily resist reading, and I found that M. Scherer
had prefixed to Amiel’s Journal a long and im-

! Published in Macmillan's Magazine, éeptember 1887,

© o —mame -
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portant introduction. This I read; and was not
less charmed by the mitis sapfentia, the under-
standing, kindness and tenderness, with which the
character of Amiel himself, whom M. Scherer had
known in youth, was handled, thau interested by
the criticism on the Journal. Then I read Mrs.
Humphry Ward's interesting notice, and then—
for all biography is attractive, and of Amiel’s life
and circumstances I had by this time become
desirous of knowing more—the Ftude Biogra-
phigue of Mademoiselle Berthe Vadier.

Of Amiel’s cultivation, refinement, and high
feeling, of his singular graces of spirit and
character, there could be no doubt. But the
specimens of his work given by his critics left me
hesitating. A poetess herself, Mademoiselle Berthe
Vadier is much occupied with Amiel’s poetry, and
quotes it abundantly. Even Victor Hugo’s poetry
leaves me cold, I am so unhappy as not to be
able to admire Olympio; what am I to say, then,
to Amiel’s
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¢ Journée
Iluminée,
Riant soleil d’avril,
En quel songe
Se plonge
Mon cceur, et que veut-il’?

But M. Scherer and other critics, who do not re-
quire us to admire Amiel’s poetry, maintain that
in his Journal he has left ‘a book which will not
die, a book describing a malady of which ¢the
secret is sublime and the expression wonderful ’;
a marvel of ‘speculative intuition,’ a ¢ psychological
experience of the utmost value’ M. Scherer and
Mrs. Humphry Ward give Amiel’s Journal very
decidedly the preference over the letters of an old
friend of mine, Obermann. The quotations made
from Amiel's Journal by his critics failed, I say,
to enable me quite to understand this high praise,
But I remember the time when a new publication
by George Sand or by Sainte-Beuve was an event
bringing to me a shock of pleasure, and a French
book capable of renewing that sensation is seldom
produced now. If Amiel's Journal was of the
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high quality alleged, what a pleasure to make
acquaintance with it, what a loss to miss it! In
spite, therefore, of the unfitness of old age to bear
atonic influences, I at last read Amiel’s Journal,—
read it carefully through. Tonic it is not ; but it
is to be read with profit, and shows, moreover,
powers of great force and value, though not quite,
I am inclined to think, in the exact line which his
critics with one consent indicate.

In speaking of Amiel at present, after so much
has been written about him, I may assume that
the main outlines of his life are known to my
readers : that they know him to have been born in
1821 and to have died in 1881, to have passed
the three or four best years of his youth at
the University of Berlin, and the remainder of
his life mostly at Geneva, as a professor, first of
sesthetics, afterwards of philosophy. They know
that his publications and lectures, during his life-
time, disappointed his friends, who expected much
from his acquirements, talents, and vivacity ; and
that his fame rests upon two volumes of extracts
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from many thousand pages of a private journ
Journal Intime, extending over more than thir
years, from 1848 to 1881, which he left behir
him at his death. This Journal explains h
sterility ; and displays in explaining it, say h
critics, such sincerity, with such gifts of expressic
and eloquence, of profound analysis and speculativ
intuition, as to make it most surely ‘ one of thos
books which will not die.’

The sincerity is unquestionable. As to th
gifts of eloquence and expression, what are we t
say ? M. Scherer speaks of an ‘ever new elc
quence’ pouring itself in the pages of the Journal
M. Paul Bourget, of ‘ marvellous pages’ where th
feeling for nature finds an expression worthy ¢
Shelley or Wordsworth: Mrs. Humphry Ware

" of “magic of style, of ‘giow and splendour of ex

pression,” of the ‘ poet and artist’ who fascinates u
in Amiel’s prose. I cannot quite agree. Qber
mann has been mentioned: it seems to me thg
we have only to place a passage from Sénancou
beside & passage from Amiel, to perceive th,
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Muse Urania, who traces around the foreheads of
those she loves the phosphorescent nimbus of cor-
templative power, and who pours into their hearts the
tranquil intoxication, if not the authority of genius,—
moments of irresistible intuition in which a man feels
himself great as the universe and calm like God!
. « . What hours, what memories !’

And now for Obermann’s turn, Obermann by
the Lake of Bienne :—

¢ My path lay beside the green waters of the Thiele.
Feeling inclined to muse, and finding the night so
warm that there was no hardship in being all night
out of doors, I took the road to Saint Blaise. I
descended a steep bank, and got upon the shore of
the lake where its ripple came up and expired.  ‘The
air was calm ; every one was at rest ; I remained there
for hours. Towards morning the moon shed over the
earth and waters the ineffable melancholy of her last
gleams. Nature seems unspeakably grand, when,
plunged in a long reverie, one hears the rippling of
the waters upon a solitary strand, in the calm of a night
still enkindled and luminous with the setting moon.

¢ Sensibility beyond utterance, charm and torment
of our vain years; vast consciousness of a nature
everywhere greater than we are, and everywhere im-
penetrable ; all-embracing passion, ripened wisdom,
delicious self-abandonment—everything that a mortal
heart can contain of life-weariness and yearning, I felt
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no doubt greatly Sénancour’s superior in culture
and instruction generally; in philosophical read-
ing and what is called philosophical thought he
was immensely his superior. My sense for philo-
sophy, I know, is as far from satisfying Mr.
Frederic Harrison as my sense for Hugo’s poetry
is from satisfying Mr. Swinburne. But I am too
old to change and too hardened to hide what I
think; and when I am presented with philosophical
speculations and told that they are ‘on a high
scale of vastness, I persist in looking closely at
them and in honestly asking myself what I find to
be their positive value. And we gét from A miel’s
powers of ‘ speculative intuition’ things like this—

‘Created spirits in the accomplishment of their
destinies tend, so to speak, to form constellations and
milky ways within the empyrean of the divinity ;
in becoming gods, they surround the throne of the
sovereign with a sparkling court.’

Or this—

¢Is not mind the universal virtuality, the universe
latent ? If so, its zero would be the germ of the in-
finite, which is expressed mathematically by the
double zero (00).’
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¢ Composition demands a concentration, decision,
and pliancy which I no longer possess. I cannot fuse
together materials and ideas. If we are to give
anything a form we must, so to speak, be the tyrants
of it. We must treat our subject brutally and not
be always trembling lest we should be doing it a
wrong. We must be able to transmute and absorb
it into our own substance. This sort of confident
effrontery is beyond me ; my whole nature tends to
that impersonality which respects and subordinates
itself to the object ; it is love of truth which holds
me back from concluding and deciding.’

The desire for the all, the impatience with what
is partial and limited, the fascination of the in-
finite, are the topics of page after page in the
Journal. It is a prosaic mind which has never
been in contact with ideas of this sort, never felt
their charm. They lend themselves well to poetry,
but what are we to say of their value as ideas to
be lived with, dilated on, made the governing
ideas of life? Except for use in passing, and with
the power to dismiss them again, they are un-

profitable. Shelley’s
¢ Life like a dome of many-coloured glass
Stains the white radiance of eternity
Until death tramples it to fragments’
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is capable of being contained in a single discourse.’
The ideas to live with, the ideas of sterling value to
us, are, I repeat, ideas of this kind : ideas staunchly
counteracting and reducing the power of the in-
finite and indeterminate, not paralysing us with it.

And indeed we have not to go beyond Amiel
himself for proof of this. Amiel was paralysed by
living in these ideas of ¢ vague aspiration and in-
determinate desire,’ of ‘ confounding his personal
life in the general life,” by feeding on these ideas,
treating them as august and precious, and filling
hundreds of pages of Journal with them. He was
paralysed by it, he became impotent and miser-
able. And he knew it, and tells us of it himself
with a power of analysis and with a sad elo-
qﬁence which to me are much more interesting
and valuable than his philosophy of Maia and the
Great Wheel. ‘By your natural tendency,’ he
says to himself, ‘ you arrive at disgust with life,
despair, pessimism.”’ And again: ‘Melancholy
outlook on all sides. Disgust with myself’ Ang
again : ‘I cannot deceive myself as to the fate in

A

'
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But the Journal reveals a side in Amiel which
his critics, so far as I have seen, have hardly
noticed, a side of real power, originality, and value.
He says himself that he never had clear sight of his
true vocation: well, his true vocation, it seems to me,
was that of a literary critic. Here heis admirable:
M. Scherer was a true friend when he offered to
introduce him to an editor, and suggested an article
on Uhland. There is hardly a literary criticism
in these two volumes which is not masterly, and
which does not make one desire more of the same
kind. And not Amiel’s literary criticisin only,
but his criticism of society, politics, national char-
acter, religion, is in general well informed, just,
and penetrating in an eminent degree. Any one
single page of this criticism is worth, in my
opinion, a hundred of Amiel’s pages about the In-
finite Illusion and the Great Wheel. It is to this
side in Amiel that I desire now to draw attention,
I would have abstained from writing about him if
I had only to disparage and to find fault, only to
say that he had been overpraised, and that hjs
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multitade of facts and anecdotes stored up for the
service of his thought.’

The criticism is so sound, so admirably put,
and so charming, that one wishes Sainte-Beuve
could have read it himself.

Try Amiel next on the touchstone afforded
by that ‘half genius, half charlatan’ Victor
Hugo :—

‘I have been again looking through Victor Hugo’s
Paris (1867). TFor ten years event after event
has given the lie to the prophet, but the confidence
of the prophet in his own imaginings is not therefore
a whit diminished. Humility and common sense are
only fit for Lilliputians. Victor Hugo superbly
ignores everything which he has not foreseen. He
does not know that pride limits the mind, and that
a limitless pride is a littleness of soul. If he could
but learn to rank himself with other men and France
with other nations, he would see things more truly,
and would not fall into his insane exaggerations, his
extravagant oracles. But proportion and justness
his chords will never know. He is vowed to the
Titanic; his gold is always mixed with lead, his
insight with childishness, his reason with madness.
He cannot be simple ; like the blaze of a house on
fire, his light is blinding. In short, he astonishes
but provokes, he stirs but annoys. His note is
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tones, idioms, his language is perhaps the richest of
the great period, for it combines skilfully the archaic
with the classical, the Gaulish element with what is
French. Variety, finesse, sly fun, sensibility, rapidity,
conciseness, suavity, grace, gaiety—when necessary
nobleness, seriousness, grandeur—you find everything
in our fabulist. And the happy epithets, and the
telling proverbs, and the sketches dashed off, and
the unexpected audacities, and the point driven well
home! One cannot say what he has not, so many
diverse aptitudes he has.

¢ Compare his Woodcutter and Death with Boileau’s,
and you can measure the prodigious difference
between the artist and the critic who wanted to
teach him better. La Fontaine brings visibly before
you the poor peasant under the monarchy, Boilean
but exhibits a drudge sweating under his load. The
first is a historic witness, the second a school-versifier.
La Fontaine enables you to reconstruct the whole
society of his age; the pleasant old soul from Cham-
pagne, with his animals, turns out to be the one and
only Homer of France.

‘His weak side is his epicureanism, with its tinge
of grossness. This, no doubt, was what made La-
martine dislike him. The religious string is wanting
to his lyre, he has nothing which shows him to have
known either Christianity or the high tragedies of
the soul. Kind Nature is his goddess, Horace his
prophet, and Montaigne his gospel. In other words,
his horizon is that of the Renascence. Thig iglet
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middling poems and a journal. But Sainte-
Beuve's motto, as Amiel himself notices, was that
of the Emperor Severus: Laboremus. ¢ Work,
Sainte-Beuve confesses to a friend, ‘is my sore
burden, but it is also my great resource. I eat my
heart out when I am not up to the neck in work;
there you have the secret of the life I lead.” If
M. Scherer’s introduction to the Revue Ger-
manique could but have been used, if Amiel
could but have written the article on Uhland, and
followed it up by plenty of articles more !

I have quoted largely from Amiel’s literary
criticism, because this side of him has, so far as
I have observed, received so little attention, and
yet deserves attention so eminently. But his more
general criticism, too, shows, as I have said, the
same high qualities as his criticism of authors and
books. I must quote one or two of his aphorisms:
L'esprit sert bien & tout, mais ne suffit & rien : ¢ Wits
are of use for everything, sufficient for nothing’
Une société vit de sa. fou et se développe par la science :
‘A society lives on its faith and develops itself by
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science’ L'Etat libéral est irréalisable avec ume
religion antilibérale, et presque vrréalisable avec U'ab-
sence de religion : ‘Liberal communities are im-
possible with an anti-liberal religion, and almost
impossible with the absence of religion’ But
epigrammatic sentences of this sort are perhaps
not so very difficult to produce, in French at any
rate. Let us take Amiel when he has room and
verge enough to show what he can really say
which is important about society, religion, national
life and character. We have seen what an influ-
ence his years passed in Germany had upon him:
we have seen how severely he judges Victor
Hugo'’s faults : the faults of the French nation at
large he judges with a like severity. But what
a fine and just perception does the following
passage show of the deficiencies of Germany, the
advantage which the western nations have in

their more finished civilisation :—

‘It is in the novel that the average vulgarity of
German society, and its inferiority to the societies of

France and England are most clearly visible. The
Y 2
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notion of a thing’s jarring on the taste is wanting to
German =sthetics. Their elegance knows nothing of
grace ; they have no sense of the enormous distance
between distinction (gentlemanly, ladylike) and their
stiff Vornehmlichkeit. Their imagination lacks style,
training, education, and knowledge of the world ; it
is stamped with an ill-bred air even in its Sunday
clothes. The race is practical and intelligent, but
common and ill-mannered. Ease, amiability, manners,
wit, animation, dignity, charm, are qualities which
belong to others.

‘Will that inner freedom of soul, that profound
harmony of all the faculties, which I have so
often observed among the best Germans, ever come
to the surface? Will the conquerors of to-day
ever civilise their forms of life? It is by their future
novels that we shall be able to judge. As soon as
the German novel can give us quite good society,
the Germans will be in the raw stage no longer.’

And this pupil of Berlin, this devourer of
German books. this victim, say the French critics,

to the contagion of German style, after three
bours. cne dav. of a Geschichle der Asthetik in

Dyendnofeeind. bresks out - —
*Learning and even :houcht are not everything.

A Rusle oprd poini. vivacity., imagination, grace,
world & o harm. Do these pedantic books leave
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a single image or sentence, a single striking or new
fact, in the memory when one lays them down 1
No, nothing but fatigue and confusion. Oh, for
clearness, terseness, brevity! Diderot, Voltaire, or
even Galiani! A short article by Sainte- Beuve,
Scherer, Renan, Victor Cherbulioz, gives one more
pleasure, and makes one ponder and reflect more,
than a thousand of these German pages crammed
to the margin and showing the work itself rather
than its result. The Germans heap the faggots for
the pile, the French bring the fire. Spare me your
lucubrations, give me facts or ideas. Keep your
vats, your must, your dregs, to yourselves; I want
wine fully made, wine which will sparkle in the glass,
and kindle my spirits instead of oppressing them.’

Amiel may have been led away deteriora sequs :
he may have Germanised until he has become
capable of the verb dépersonnaliser and the noun
réimplication ; but after all, his heart is in the
right place: videt meliora probatque. He remains
at bottom the man who said : Ze livre serait mon
ambition. He adds, to be sure, that it would be
son ambition, ¢ if ambition were not vanity, and
vanity of vanities.’

Yet this disenchanted brooder, ‘full of a tran-
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quil disgust at the fatility of our ambitions, the
void of our existence,” bedazzled with the infinite,
can observe the world and society with consum-
mate keenness and shrewdness, and at the same
time with a delicacy which to the man of the
" world is in general wanting. Is it possible to
analyse le grand monde, high society, as the Old
World knows it and America knows it not, more
acutely than Amiel does in what follows 2—

‘In society people are expected to behave as if
they lived on ambrosia and concerned themselves
with no interests but such as are noble. Care, need,
passion, do not exist. All realism is suppressed as
brutal In a word, what is called le grand monde
gives itself for the moment the flattering illusion that
it is moving i an ¢thereal atmosphere and breathing
the air of the gods For tais reason all vehemence,
any cry of nstcre. all real suffering, all heedless
familiarity. acy geruine siom of passion, are startling
ani distastefal in this delicate miliey, and at once
desinoy the collective work, the cloud-palace, the im-
rosing archizecianal creation raised by common con-
sent. It is ke the shrill cock-crow which breaks the
speil of all encisnuments. and pats the fairies to flight.
These slevt gatherizgs produce without intending it
a sort of coacers {or eye and ear an improvised work
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of art. By the instinctive collaboration of everybody
concerned, wit and taste hold festival, and the associa-
tions of reality are exchanged for the associations of
imagination. So understood, society is a form of
poetry ; the cultivated classes deliberately recompose
the idyll of the past, and the buried world of Astreea.
Paradox or not, I believe that these fugitive attempts
to ‘reconstruct a dream, whose only end is beauty,
represent confused reminiscences of an age of gold
haunting the human heart; or rather, aspirations
towards a harmony of things which every-day reality
denies to us, and of which art alone gives us a
glimpse.’

I remember reading in an American newspaper
a solemn letter by an excellent republican, asking
what were a shopman’s or a labourer’s feelings
when he walked through Eaton or Chatsworth.
Amiel will tell him : they are ‘ reminiscences of an
age of gold haunting the human heart, aspirations
towards a harmony of things which every-day reality
denies to us” I appeal to my friend the author
of Triumphant Democracy himself, to say whether
these are to be had in walking through Pittsburg,

Indeed it is by contrast with American life

that Nirvdna appears to Amiel so desirable :—
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‘For the Americans, life means devouring, in-
cessant activity. They must win gold, predomi-
nance, power ; they must crush rivals, subdue nature.
They have their heart set on the means, and never
for an instant think of the end. They confound
being with individual being, and the expansion of
self with happiness. This means that they do not
live by the soul, that they ignore the immutable and
eternal, bustle at the circumference of their existence
because they cannot penetrate to its cemtre. They
are restless, eager, positive, because they are super
ficial. To what end all this stir, noise, greed, struggle!
It is all a mere being stunned and deafened |’

Space is failing me, but I must yet find room
for a less indirect criticism of democracy than the

foregoing remarks on American life :—

¢ Each function to the most worthy: this maxim is
the professed rule of all constitutions, and serves to
test them. Democracy is not forbidden to apply it;
but Democracy rarely does apply it, because she holds,
for example, that the most worthy man is the man
who pleases her, whereas he who pleases her is not
always the most worthy ; and because she supposes
that reason guides the masses, whereas in reality they
are most commonly led by passion. And in the end
every falsehood has to be expiated, for truth always
takes its revenge.’
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ing all the circumstances of our life, and conse-
quently inflicting upon us our miseries as means
of education ?

‘Is this heroic faith compatible with our actnal
knowledge of the laws of nature? Hardly. But
what this faith makes objective we may take sub-
jectively. The moral being may moralise his suffer
ing in turning the natural fact to account for the
education of his inner man. What he cannot change
he calls the will of God, and to will what God wills
brings him peace.’

But can a religion, Amiel asks again, with-
out miracles, without unverifiable mystery, be
efficacious, have influence with the many ? And

again he answers :—

‘Pious fiction is still fiction. Truth has superior
rights. The world must adapt itself to truth, not
truth to the world. Copernicus upset the astronomy
of the Middle Age; so much the worse for the
astronomy. The Everlasting Gospel is revolutionis
ing the Churches ; what does it matter %’

This is water to our mill, as the Germans say,
indeed. But I have come even thus late in the
day to speak of Amiel, not because I found him
supplying water for any particular mill, either
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mine or any other, but because it seemed to me
that by a whole important side he was eminently
worth knowing, and that to this side of him the
public, here in England at any rate, had not
had its attention sufficiently drawn. If in the
seventeen thousand pages of the Journal there
are many pages still unpublished in which
Amiel exercises his true vocation of ecritic, of
literary critic more especially, let his friends give
them to us, let M. Scherer introduce them to us,
let Mrs. Humphry Ward translate them for us,
‘But sa¢ patrie Priamoque datum: Maia has had
her full share of space already : I will not ask for
a word more about the infinite illusion, or the
double zero, or the Great Wheel.
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